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PREFATORY NOTE. 



This Kttle volume is issued mainly as a memorial of 
one whose memory is very dear to all who knew her. 
In their estimation it has a value which they cannot 
expect to be altogether understood by the general 
reader. It possesses, however, many excellencies which 
warrant its publication, and which will win for it 
sympathetic appreciation from those who can recognise 
very noble quaHties of mind and heart, seeking natural 
and simple utterance in song. 

It is possible that a selection of the poems of Julia 
Kerr Yellowlees might prove more satisfactory to the 
mere critic, than the publication of the whole. But it 
is to be remembered that some of the pieces, which 
from a literary point of view may be declared imperfect, 
have precious associations to many friends, and have 
imbedded in them allusions, the absence of which they 
would regret. It has therefore been thought desirable to 
print her writings as a whole, and in doing so, to follow 
strict chronological order. In this way the growth of 
the writer's intellectual and spiritual nature can best be 



vi PREFA TOR Y NOTE, 

traced, and a more vivid representation be attained of 
what in her brief and somewhat chequered life she 
was, and of the bright promise which her death has left 
unfulfilled. Owing to the adoption of this plan it is 
needful to say that those who would form a proper 
estimate of the volume must turn from the earlier parts 
to the later. It is in these later poems that both 
thought and expression have reached to something of 
maturity and power. 

The themes of many of the poems are scenes in the 
Border Country. With these scenes J. K. Y., as she 
usually signed herself, in her earlier and happier years 
was familiar. To these she clung in after life with all 
the passionate fondness which absence always gives. 
She sung of Ettrick, and Yarrow, and Tweed, because 
she had loving memories of their streams. 

In her twelfth or thirteenth year the life of J. K. Y. 
passed into entirely diflferent scenes and surroundings. 
For six years her experiences were those of London 
city-life. These did not fail to leave a deep impression 
on her mind. They caused her, by contrast, all the 
more to idealize the calm and restfulness of Scottish 
hills and dales. 

The event which undoubtedly moulded most her 
character was the death of her gentle- hearted and truly 
Christian mother in 1881 in London. Her whole 
nature seems under this bereavement to have under- 
gone a change. It became henceforth tinged with a 
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subdued, yet cheerful sorrow. There is ample proof of 
this afforded by this volume. Her religious life is 
henceforth decided and strong. Her mother's death 
had the further result of changing her whole outward 
life. Newcastle-on-Tyne now became her residence for 
two years. There too, as in London, many revere her 
memory as they recall the simple beauty of her 
character, her helpful words of sympathy and counsel, 
her himible walk with God. 

The last three years of her life were spent, with the 
exception of short intervals, in Edin'burgh, where, in 
failing health, she found in the circle of true and 
devoted friends a loving home. Her long illness, borne 
throughout with signal patience and calm trustfulness 
in Gk)d, terminated on November 29th, 1888. Her 
end was peace. The last words of this little volume 
were, we cannot doubt, then realized in her blissful 
experience, " It is good to be home." 

In a prefatory note of this kind, it would be out of 
place to try to estimate this brief and somewhat 
troubled life of only four and twenty years — in its con- 
stant acts of quiet, unostentatious Christian service, and 
its ceaseless self-forgetful interest in others. It would 
be still more out of place to allude to the many 
sorrows which lay upon her spirit, and the saintly 
courage with which she bore them. It is enough to 
say that, while cheerfulness, as her poems show, was 
a conspicuous feature of J. K. Y.'s character, there 
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was an undertone of sadness which made it attractive, 
as it has also imparted a nameless beauty to her song. 
Indeed it may be said of her, as one of the sacred song- 
writers of the Thirty Years' War Period declared of 
himself, that it was her crosses that pressed many songs 
out of her. Her sufiferings found voice in sacred song— 
a sweet voice to those who knew how sweet her nature 
was. 

J. K. Y. was long engaged, indeed until within a few 
months of her death, as a Sunday School teacher. 
Some of the poems were written more immediately for 
the children of her charge. Most of these have already 
appeared, as have also the two prose pieces toward the 
end, in the ChUdren'$ Magazine of the United 
Presbyterian Church. They have thus already won the 
appreciation of many readers. It is hoped that the 
other pieces of the volume may meet with a similar 
welcome. 

JOHN HUTCHISON. 

bonninoton, 

Edinburgh. 
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Uo /ftB ifatber* 

On His Birthday. 

** For 'neath thy gentleness of praise, 
My Father, rose my earlier lays, 
And when the lyre was scarce awake, 
I loved its strings for thy loved sake- 
Wooed the kind Muses, but the while 
Thought only how to win thy smile." — 

E. B. Browning. 

TN these dear words 1 too may find 

~ The echo of my heart and mind. 

My Father, warm, undimmed, and pure, 

Tliy daughter's love is thine secure. 

A reverent and unfaltering love 

Is in my heart, for thee to prove 

Still, as in childhood when I learned 

To yield thee, who so f idly earned, - 

With thy affection tender, true, 

And thoughts and cares with each day new, 

For all my welfare, love full, free — 

Loving because beloved of thee. 

So now, although I may not say 

With voice to thee what on this day 

My heart would breathe, it still is here, 

And, though the shade of many a year 

A 



TO A DEPARTED MOTHER, 



jVfay pass, before our lives may be 
Relinked in loving vmity, 
The interim, though lone and long, 
By silent suffering shall make strong, 
Those self-same chords, which, tested so, 
Seemed to be broken long ago — 
Not broken, for a kindlier hand 
Than ours in love shall knit the band. 
So rest, my Father, -wait and rest ; 
What Heaven decrees will sure be best ; 
i\jid peace, for which we are in quest. 
Will come, and hearts perplexed, distressed, 
Will imderstand some future day. 
When mists and shades have rolled away. 
Why things were thus, but till it come 
Thy daughter's love is still thy home. 
Whatever other hearts may claim, 
Thy child, my Father, is the same 
To thee ; and now her guarded throne 
Of pure affection is thine own. 



XCo a 2)eparte& /iDotber* 

July 1st, 1881. 

'np^IS a cahn and sunny morning, that has ushered in July ; 

~ No sound is heard save the song of birds, as they take 
their flight on high. 

And I cannot help the rising wish that I had wings as well 

That I might fly to Heaven, where the wliite-rol)cd angelf^ 
dwell. 



TO A. DEPARTED MOTHER, 



Just to see thee for a moment, my gentle mother, dear, 
To feel thy loving presence, and to know tliat thou art near. 
I am lonely, oh, my mother, though it is my birth-day mom. 
As there's no one here to love me, I am dreary and forlorn. 

I miss thy loving smile on me, which always seemed to say, 

" Blessings be on thy head, my child, on this thy natal day." 

And I fain woidd still the longing, that I have to see thee 
now 

In thy spotless robe of glory, with a crown upon thy brow ! 

Oh ! my dear departed mother, how I miss thee, none can tell, 

But I know that 'twas our Father took thee home with Him 
to dwell, 

And I cannot but be joyful when I feel that thou art there. 

Far away from every sorrow, every dark corroding care. 

Although I'm lonely sometimes, there's a loving presence 
near; 

One who knows my every sorrow, one who counts my every 
tear, 

.Ind He's taught me how to love Him, and to trust Him, and 
to know 

That there's joy in every sorrow, that there's good in every 
woe. 

He has been my only solace, since you passed from earth to 
Heaven ; 

He has supplied your place to me, and daily strength has 
given 

To fight life's battles bravely, and He'll keep me to the end. 

If I will trust Him wholly, He will be my firmest friend. 



SHE IS NOT HERE, 



He will guide me to the mansions of " His Everlasting Love." 

In our Father's home of glory, in the wondrous realms above ! 

Then I '11 see thee, dearest mother, and our loved ones gone 
before, 

I will know your happy faces, when I reach the golden shore. 

So I'll try to shine for Jesus, with this glorious end in 
view ; 

I'll be loving, bright, and happy; I'll be kind, and good and 
true; 

And I'll follow in your footsteps till my Father's call is given, 

Then I '11 meet thee, darling mother, at the j)early gates of 
Heaven. 



Sbe is not bere* 

November 15th, 1881. 

^fiE rest are slumbering quietly ; all is still 

And, as I lie awake against my will, 
Once more the thought comes o'er me like a chill, 
She is not here. 

The sad November winds wail to and fro, 
Sighing and moaning, as they come and go, 
And they the wilder seem because I know, 
She is not here. 

But, like a gleam of hope, I see a star 
Shining so brightly in the heavens afar. 
Perhaps 'tis she within the " gate ajar " 
Smiling on me. 



SHE IS NOT HERE. 



Bidding my tears be dry, 
Stilling each sob and sigh, 
Whispering, " Thy Saviour's nigh, 
Nigh, though up here." 

And now I hear her say. 
Chase all your fears away ; 
You too, my child, one day 
Shall reign up here. 

Fight life's rough battle through. 
Loyal and brave and true ; 
Bright, bright the crown for you 
"Waiting up here. 

Though met by rude rebuff. 
Heed not the way so rough ; 
This is reward enough, 
To be up here. 

Yes, mother mine, I'll stand. 
Holding my Saviour's hand, 
He'll lead me to that land 
Far off from here. 

I'll join that glorious throng — 
Help swell that angel song. 
And before very long, 
I'll be up there. 

Oh thought supremely blest ! 
Unbroken peaceful rest, 
Safe, safe on iesus' breast, 
And dwell up there. 



! 



AT THE FOUNTAIN, 



''m tbe ifountaitt/' 

Maiich 9th, 1881. 
T STOOD in heart of the city, 
"~ As the evening shadows fell, 
I was waiting there, 
By a fountain fair. 
For a face I knew full well. 

The hustle and noise were over. 
The business of day was done : 

And there hurried along 

A ceaseless throng 
Of toilers one by one. 

What a curious mixture of young and ohl, 
"NMiat a medley of rich and ix)or ! 

I could not but see, 

As they passed by me, 
The different looks they bore. 

There were faces radiant with tlioughts of Home, 
Planning a cosy night. 

When tlie work of the day 

Would be banished awav 
By the fireside warm and bright. 

There were wearied faces, white, wasted, and worn, 
Each with its cross to bear. 
Heads that were aching, 
Hearts that were breaking. 
Under the burden of care. 






AT THE FOUNTAIN, 7 

There were youthful face% br%ht with hope, 
Going forth to the hattle of life ; 

And, in youth's fond dream, 

Their hearts ne'er deem 
How hard and how hot is the strife. 

There were aged faces, with wrmkled brows, 
Bordered with locks of grey ; 

And the forms so bent, 

And th(j lives so spent 
Were as youthful as mine one day. 

'Twas in front of the " Royal Exchange," 
There's a fountain there, you know. 

And my mind would dream. 

As I watched its stream. 
Of rippling water-flow. 

Of a still more beautiful fountain. 
When the bustle of life will be o'er, 

When I'll stand and wait 

At a golden gate 
On a fair celestial shore. 

Till those, I liave loved so dearly here, 
Will come, at their Father's call, 
To that Fountain bright 
In that land of light 
Where no evening shadows fall. 

Where the tired and the weary will rest their heads 
On a gentle Saviour's breast, 
And be sheltered there 



f 



8 DEATH OF GENERAL GARFIELD, 

From all sorrow and care, 
In Eternity's realms of the blest. 

When the happy and glad will be happier still 
In the light of that fadeless sun, 
For no shadow or cloud 
Or evening shrouds 
The day that shall never be done. 

What a meeting of precious ones 'twill be ! 
What a claiming of kindred then ! 

Wlien we all shall meet 

At our Father's feet, 
To be never divided again. 



Z)eatb of General Garfield* 

1881. 

HpHE breath has stopped ; the glimmering spark has fled 
"" And left the much-loved President Garfield dead. 
The nations, one in spirit, mourn to-day. 
They tried but all hi vain Death's hand to stay ; 
'Twas best in Heaven's sight that thou shouldest die. 
We must submissive yield nor question why, 
Though it seems hard that one, so pure and good, 
So short a while in public life has stood. 
But all the loss is ours, the gain is thine — 
For gain it must be to a soul divine, 
And thine, was such ; kind, faithful, Christlike, true. 
Oh for more men to guide the realm like you 1 
Yet Garfield, generous, noble, and sublime. 



TO PHILIPHAUGH, 



Thy name shall written be by hands of Time 

In future ages, and thy short career 

In records of thy country shall appear, 

To cheer some future Brother-Statesman on, 

Till he, like you, the nation's love has won. 

Yes, Garfield's dead, but still in spirit he 

Has reached that land, where death can never be. 

He shares the joys of the redeemed and blest ; 

He swells the glorious anthem with the rest. 

We too as Christians soon shall swell that song, 

If to the King of Glory we belong ; 

And though to us no fame like Garfield's given. 

We'll meet on equal terms with him in Heaven. 



Uo pbiltpbaudb* 

1881. 

/^H come, ye muses, on me smile ; 

Carry my thoughts for many a mile 
And let me ponder for awhile 
On Philiphaugh. 

Oh let me wander, as I please. 
Beneath the bonnie beech wood trees, 
Fanned by a soft autumnal breeze, 
At Philiphaugh. 

Or take me to sweet Ettrick's side, 
Where joined by Yarrow's silvery tide, 
In happy unison they glide 
Past Philiphaugh. 
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Or could I, far from human gaze, 
Wander thro' dark Black Audro's maze, 
My voice with happy birds I'd raise 
Near Philiphaugh. 

I never heard the laverock's song, 
In lonely London's busy throng. 
Methinks the laverocks but belong 
To Philiphaugh. 

Oh Childhood's days ! come back to me ; 
Let me once more a baby be, 
From woman's toils and troubles free, 
At Philiphaugh. 

Oh hope ! still leave one sunny ray 
To cheer me on my lonely way, 
And take me back in truth some dav 
To Philiphaugh. 



H poetic |^05tca^^• 

1881. 

T^EAR Julia, just a line, to say 

AVhat schemes we've hit upon to-day 
My " Beetle " has her point attained 
And Mater's acquiescence gained ; 
So that bit's settled. As for me, 
T will with eiijld contented be. 
Miss Rhoda's heart is hanl as quarries. 
She has no sympathy with soirees. 



ADDRESS TO THE OLD YEAR. 1 1 

My mind to ask her, TU not bow : 
IVe no desire to have a row. — 
We'll lose no time, hut use dispatch. 
A 'bus at once, I know, we'll catch, 
And ere the first half-hour goes by, 
To reach the Chapel-door we'll try ; 
So if you feel inclined to wait, 
We'll meet you there at half-past eight. 



H65ress to tbe ©l& IScat. 

1881. 

pl^ AREWELL, old year ! fast waning to thy close ; 
~ Thine hours are numbered now, thine end is nigh. 
It seems but yesterday, since last we watched 
Thy predecessor — eighteen-eighty, die. 

Yet hast thou stayed twelve months. Thy reign is o'er, 

Another baby-year is on the wing ; 
Well welcome him, old year ! as we did you, 

Although we know not what to us he'll bring. 

Sorrows and cares we 've tasted since you came — 

Trials and troubles very hard to bear, 
But with them thou hast given the grace, which sees 

A blessing infinite in every care. 

And through the year, whose advent now we hail. 
Oh ! may the Power, that guided us through you, 

Still safely lead us, and with heavenly gifts 
And heavenly blessings still our path bestrew. 



12 ONE YEAR IN HEA VEN. 

So shall our lives to God devoted be, 

Through this, and every unseen future year, 

Till in that white-robed ransomed angel-band, 
Wliere time is measured not, we shall appear. 



®ne j^ear In 1)ea\>etu 

January 5th, 1882. 

in\AN I forget this day, my mother dear? 

Ah no ! although tliyself thou art not here. 
No liand can wipe its memory from my mind, 
'Tis firmly rooted there, and deep enshrined. 
Twelve months ago, we watched thy dying bed, 
And tried to ease the achings of thy head. 
How unavailing were our efforts all ! 
An angel whispered, thou didst hear the call ; 
On angel-pinions thy redeemed soul sped. 
And up to heaven, its home, thy spirit fled. 
Yes, 'twas this very hour, this very even, 
And thou hast been to-night. One Year in Heaven. 



u 



Mbfle 5 mu6e& tbe Jfite butneb." 

1881. 
^EACH me to muse and meditate, 

My Saviour Christ, on Thee, 
Till all Thy love and power and might 
And majesty I see. 

Oh ! fill this cold and wayward lieart 
With inspiration warm. 



TAKE UP THE CROSS AND FOLLOW ME, 13 
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Oh kindle in my soul a flame, 
That I may feel the charm, 

And speak to others, of Thy love — 

That rich and houndless store, 
That they too may rejoice in Tliee 

And never sorrow more. 



'^Uaftc up tbc Cro55 an& follow /Dc/' 

1881. 

'^'IS only the chastening rod ; 

Then why should my sighs be heard % 
Can I not trust His promise secure % 
Can I not trust His word ? 
He chasteneth those whom He loves ; 
Then the end of it all must be. 
That the Cross, which is falling so heavily now 
Is the pledge of His love to me. 
Then help me, my Saviour, to bear. 
With a child-like trusting mind. 
Whatever Thy wisdom sees it best 
For my lasting good to send. 



3BfttbbaB acrostic 

1881. 

/**ROWNED with bright joys, oh may thy birthday be ! 

Love's rarest gifts showered down, dear one, on thee ; 
And may Heaven's smile, worth more than all combined, 
Rest on thy head ; so in thy heart enshrined 



TO BABY, ON HIS SECOND BIRTHDA K 

A peaceful calm shall be, which knows no fear, 
Safe in the knowledge that thy Gkwi is near. 
May He, with His own hand, thy footsteps guide 
In the uncertain future, dark and dim, 
Till, when His love and mercy deem it fit^ 
He'll take thee home on high to dwell with Him. 



tlo JSabs, on bis Secon& JSittbbas. 

1882. 

TfT is two years to-day, our darling boy, 
" Since first you came to us, a tiny thing, 
A fragile blossom to be tended, reared, 
Nurtured and cared for, like a bud of spring. 

The time has swiftly sped, bright baby days. 
Before thee now with pleasures, perils, fears. 
Boyhood is opening, and alike you'll find 
In it as in the past f uU scope for tears. 

Yet 'tis the happiest time in all your life, 
'Twill not be long ; enjoy it while you can. 
Boyhood will change but all too soon to youth. 
And youth give place as rapidly to man. 

But, dearest baby, pride of one and all, 
My prayer on this, thy birthday morn, shall be 
That He, who was Himself once but a child, 
A tiny child just two years old like thee. 



TO THE SEA FROM THE DECK OF THE '' MARMION." 15 

Will make thy future life His special care, 
Tlirough all the dim and shadowy mists of time ; 
Aftd when this life is ended, that He'll change 
It for one better far and more sublime. 



Morbs to tbe Sea from tbe H)ecfe of 

tbe **/lDatmlom" 

1882. 

^,H restless ocean, 

What ceaseless commotion. 
Over thy billows around me I see ! 
What means this fierce turmoil, 
Battling and bubbling boil ! 
Art thou in anger or art thou in glee ! 

Like thunder, long and loud. 

Rending the tempest-cloud. 

Awful and mighty, in majesty free. 

Or like the camion's roar. 

Booming in waging war. 

Are thy huge billows, tempestuous sea ! 

Over thy trackless path. 

Wild in their furious wrath, 

Dash thy great mountains of silvery spray. 

Then thy bright baby-waves. 

Over their unseen caves. 

Chase one another, as children at play. 



i6 A BIRTHDA V LETTER, 

■I 11 • 

When dies the deafening noise, 

Soft and subdued thy voice 

Sings a pathetic, remorseful refrain, 

And, like funereal dirge, 

Sobbing and slow, thy surge f 

Sinks into silence and stillness again 

Bear me in safety home 

Over thy snow-crest foam. 

Broad briny element precious to me. 

And, though thou'rt alway thus, 

Restless, imperious, 

Still will I love thee, thou terrible sea. 



a J5ittb&aB Xettcn 

1882. 

T O, Phoebus in his eastern bed 

Has heard fair morning's noiseless tread, 
And heralds now with rays of red 

The golden day returning. 
So, like the light from darkness brought, 
Serenely softly and unsought. 
Has dawned upon my mind the thought, — 

It is thy birthday morning. 

What though, at Fate's imperious will, 
I find me now near Ettrick's rill, 
London is in my memory still ; 
And thee I do remember. 
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So o'er those hills, now wet with dew, 
The Cheviots and the Eildons blue, 
I'll send a rhyming line or two, 
This second of September, 

And wish you now, as oft before, 
From generous nature's bounteous store, 
Your own full share of gifts and more 

Of love and joy and plenty. 
May kind heaven still your pathway strew, 
With blessings, rich and rare and new, — 
IMiatever may be best for you, 

And for your good at ticeuty. 

So shall this prayer now rise fi*om me — 
The best that can be prayed for thee — 
That all thy future life may be 

To Powers above confided. 
And that, whate'er you do or say 
In this and every other dav, 
Through all your lifetime ever may 

By God's own Hand be guided. 



past, present, future* 

1882. 

'^I^J'^HAT is this ceaseless throbbing at my heart, 

Which will not stop, but ever and anon will start 

Into a tangled mass of frenzied thoughts ] 

Oh heart, be still ; oh mind, for one small moment 

B 



i8 PAST, PRESENT, FUTURE. 

Cease thy whirl, that I may think more quietly 

And at will, of things both past and present, and the future, 

All that's left to me. 

To be what She and Heaven would have me be. 

Recall the past, I could not if I tried. 

And if I could I would not, for I know. 

Though full of bitter loneliness and woe, 

'Twas for my good, and now I plainly see, 

'Twas a wise Providence in love that sent it me. 

But I was perverse, wayward, stern and cold, 

I would not listen to the pleading voice 

That gently bade me enter Jesus' fold. 

So, in the tender love He bore His child, 

He filled my cup of sorrow to the brim. 

That I, deprived of earthly props, might lean 

More fully and entirely upon Him. 

'Twas in the midst of all my loneliness 

I heard my Saviour whisper in my ear, 

And, as the words of heavenly comfort fell. 

Dispelled seemed every doubt, and stilled each fear. 

My stubborn will was broken in at last, 

I cast myself on Him, and ever since 

His precious promises have been my rest. 

The Present is my own ; so I will use 

Each flying hour, as though it were my last ; 

And by God's grace I'll be more true and good. 

More faithful to my King than in the Past, 

The Future is a maze, all undiscerned. 

Alike unreadable by young and old. 
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Presumptuous minds attempt, but only fail, 

Its roll of hidden mysteries to unfold. 

But what it brings to me I care not now. 

For every wound I have a healing balm, 

And for a restless heart a peaceful calm. 

What though my unknown way be dark and long, 

I have a sweet Companion ever near, — 

A Friend to travel with, who never tires. 

And when I'm tired, is ready me to cheer. 

And if my path is rough. He knows the way ; 

He'll lead me where His wisdom sees it best. 

So, sunply trustmg, I will take His hand. 

And leave to Christ, my Saviour, King, the rest. 



1883. 
" They also serve who only stand and wait."— Milton. 

^HE summer sunbeams clothe the evening sky 
"" In golden glory as they softly die 
In the far west, and in the tall old trees 
Birdies are nestling, lulled by gentle breeze 
To rest, and all is hushed and calm and still, 
No noise or sound of tumult comes to kill 
The perfect quietude, and yet I sigh 
In spite of all the outward peace ; I know not why. 

It is so hard to wait day after day 

In passiveness — to hope and watch and pray 
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For that which comes not ; and my restless will 
Grows weary, and impatient at the still 
Invisible and imapproaching day, 
That is to chase with joy the night away — 
This long, long night of sorrow and of fear^— 
Into the dawn of perfect love and daylight clear. 

Can this be service for Heaven's Glorious King — 
This constant waiting, bearing each hard thing 
In quiet patience 1 Does His love demand 
This practised virtue, perfect from my hands \ 
Like murmuring voices comes the answer clear, 
Low and distinct with hope, to banish fear. 
No day may dawn unheralded by even, 
And patient waiting is a road that leads to Heaven. 



Sept. 1883. 

i^XE year ! Oh time, how swiftly has thy hand 
"^ Marked off each space so short and quickly sjwd. 
When, when will I sincerely understand 
To prize the moments ] Not till they are dead 
I mark the many opportunities 
Which have so often crossed my heedless way, 
\Mien things I long to do might have been done, 
And are not, for with each returning day 
Of trifles I have lost, beyond recall, 
Tliose things I meant to do — the best of all. 



TO A, M, 21 



On Opening an Old Desk. 1883. 

A PACKET of withered and scentless leaves ; 

They fell from a full blown rose, 
That was culled in a land where the heather blooms, 
In a glen where the Teviot flows. 

Two sprigs of holly and mistletoe, 

Laid lovingly side by side ; 
What memories now do they bring to mc 

Of a once glad Christmas-tide ! 

Two modest gowans, that sweetly grew 

Where I love to see them best, 
In the still churchyard, on the graves of those 

Lying calmly and quietly at rest. 

A silver thimble, this tiny thing, 

To wear was a maiden's pride. 
As with hot little fingers and trembling hand 

To master her seam she tried. 

A tiny locket of choicest gold. 

Too precious for me to wear ; 
You may open, and look at the golden curl 

Of a dear dead baby's hair. 

A wedding ring, not worn with age, 

A token of faith it was given. 
But the hand that wore it, is resting now 

And the spirit is dwelling in Heaven. 



22 TO A. M. 

A letter once penned by that same dear hand, 

In a mother's fond love to me ; 
It is full of the goodness and gentle truth, 

Which became her so faultlessly. 

A father's letter of greeting fond 
To his child, on her birthday mom. 

Oh glad summer's day, as I bring you to mind. 
How sweet are the thoughts to me borne ! 

A bundle of letters of bygone date, 

Tied up with a ribbon of blue ; 
But we'll lay them aside, for there is not a charm 

In that bold caligraphy for you. 

A tinted and perfumed programme too 

Of a dance I remember well, 
But dance-days are over ; if ever I was, 

I will never again be a belle. 

There are newspaper cuttings, of various dates. 

Recording, perchance, a birth. 
Perchance the marriage of some glad pair. 

Perchance a departure from earth ; 

Leaves that were torn from a note-book once, 

Pamphlets in pencilled scrawl. 
Lying in wait for some future day. 

When with courage I bum them all. 



A TALK TO TWEED, 23 

H Ualli to Uwee^* 

January 1883. 

pLOW on, fair Tweed, in whose sequestered vale 

"" My childhood's days were spent, and on whose stream 

My eyes but lately gazed with rapturous joy ; 

Sweet river, even now though far from thee, 

In fond imagination I can hear 

The soothing lullaby thy wavelets play. 

As evenly and ceaselessly they glide 

On seawards to their briny destination, 

And with the eye of memory I can see 

Fair spots in southern Scotland, which would be 

Tame and enchantless were it not for thee. 

To break the black monotony of woods. 

And glisten 'gainst the grimness of gray glens, 

Making their blackness bright — their grimness gay. 

And shedding o'er their lifelessness and gloom 

A cheery lustre. Like some thing of life. 

Whose youthful innocence and winning ways 

As with some power magnetic firmly draw, 

Within the circle of its gladsome glee, 

The staid Philosopher, and make him smile. 

And turn from topics grave to share its joy. 

Yet still a fairer, brighter, bonnier view 

My roving fancy brings before me now. 

Where oft beneath a glorious summer's sun 

I've seen thee glittering, as 'mong hoary hills 

With purple heather clad, I marked thy course, 
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Or tlirough some valley, decked on either side 

AVitli fields of precious waving golden grain, 

That only waited for the reaper's hand 

To come and gather in the yellow store. 

I see thee too where frisky lambkins play 

In verdant meadows, where the cattle lie 

In drowsy indolence, and chew the grass, 

Or overpowered by the excessive heat. 

They stem thy clear cool current, and enjoy 

The sweet refreshment of thy crystal tide. 

As ever onward to the mighty deep 

Thy waters go. And kiss as on they pass 

The soft green turf that overhangs thy l>anks. 

Or break with splashing, dashing, laughing glee 

Over the pebbles on thy shallowy strand. 

Happy the homes that on thy banks are built ; 

From lowly cottage to ancestral hall 

Thou cheerest all, so lordly baronet 

And humble herd may dwell in view of thee. 

Flow on, past Neidpath, Peebles, Galashiels, 

And Abbotsford, home of that Border Bard, 

Who oft hath sung thy praises, and whose name 

♦Shall ever linked and coupled be with thine. 

On, on past Melrose, where that warrior's heart. 

That thought and fought and bled for Scotland's gain, 

Lies still and silent in the abbey's calm.- — 

On, ever onward leaving on the east 

The hill of Bemerside, and on the west 

The primrose glade, where Sprouston's bubbling bum, 

Which winds from Eildon's base through many a scene 



J TALK TO TWEED. 25 

Of rustic rural beauty, gently breaks 

With soft melodious music into thee. 

Ten years have sjwd, since I, a roving cliild, 

In that same glade oft wandered, glad and free, 

And sang and read and mused, and told to thee 

The lofty heiglits which my ambition reached. 

And schemes and ])lans, which I designed should be 

Put into pmctice, and worked out when I 

Should be no more a cliild but woman grown. 

I am a woman now ; but "Life is real," 

And not the listless dream I dreamed it then. 

Those schemes have all been shattered and replaced 

By things of jmrer, better, nobler worth. 

1 have been taught, and that right often too, 

That castles in the air are doomed to fall, 

If built within the reach of Fortune's tide. 

As mine were built. I would not change 

My present lot for that which crowned my days 

With kind prosperity' and selfish ease. 

I^m freer now to tread the bounden path 

Of daily duty, that I ought to tread ; 

In being poor myself I understand 

More fully and with truer sympathy 

The wants and wishes of ray fellow poor. 

Oh Tweed, my Tweed, all, all in life is changed, 

And full of modem strangeness, saving thee, 

Thou flowest on in calm tranquillity, 

Regardless of the many obstacles 

Which would, if but they could, impede thy course. 

Unconscious river, I will try to l(?am 
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This lesson practical, which thou dost teach, 
And through Life's channel I will quietly glide, 
Heedless of adverse and opposing tide ; 
And some day, some day soon, in yonder mead 
ril talk where thou canst hear, beloved Tweed. 



/DS Xettets. 

1883. 

^^^H my letters, precious letters ! 

Would I could, with golden fetters. 

Firmly bind the words you say 
In my mind, that they might never 
Be forgotten, but be ever 

Fresh and bright, as flowers in May. 

Oh what treasure, oh what measure 
Of a pure and priceless pleasure. 

Does each loving sentence bear, 
Some endearing word, or greeting. 
From a heart with kindness beating, 

There is nothing can compare. 

Than a long and lovely letter 
There is nothing I love better. 

'Tis a meal for every day, 
If some sentence choice be peeping 
'Mong the rest I think worth keeping, 

Tis a meal that lasts for aye. 
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Bicycles and boats and cricket, 
Many a race to many a wicket, 

Form the chief contents of some ; 
Some, such trivial topics scorning. 
Mount on wings of lore and learning. 

And in loftier language come. 

Many a page from many a maiden 
Comes, with girlish gossip laden. 

Rich as stores of bees in spring. 
Merry, mischievous, majestic. 
Serious, comic, and sarcastic. 

Critic's notes on everything. 

Serious, sensible epistles. 

From the land o' cakes and thistles. 

Subjects long, and deep, and true. 
Things o'er which to think and ponder. 
Words which wear a wealth of wonder. 

How I love to welcome you 1 

Southern letters, never waning. 
Come, within their folds containing 

News my heart delights to know. 
This that learning's sure progression, 
French and Greek and music lesson. 

In succession onwards flow. 

Others fraught with graver spices, 
Cautious counsels and advices. 
Dictates from the older mind. 
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Come, and witli their neighbours mingle 
In a happy, loving jingle ; 
Something good in all I find. 

Oh ! each writer of each letter. 
Would you oftener write and better ? 

If you knew how much I prize 
Each and all of your epistles, 
Ee they roses — be they thistles, 

Be they foolish — lje they wise. 

So when thoughts or memory's feeling, 
O'er your minds, of me conies stealing. 

Catch the moments as they flee, 
And your hearts, the words inditing. 
Send a page or two of writing. 

Straight and quickly here to me. 



Xeaves of 5vi?* 

January 1883. 

IT EAVES of ivy close and clinging. 

Full of tenderest love they come. 
Wealth of happy memories flinging 
O^er the heart of home, blest home. 

Leaves of ivy, and their meaning 

Shall unaltered ever be. 
Fraught with nothing false or seeming- 

Simply this, " I cling to thee." 



PEACE. 29. 

peace* 

Will TTEN AFTKll A SeRMON PREACHED BY THE ReV. J. B. MeHARRY, 

Trinity Chuiich, Newcastle, on Psalm lxxxv. 8. 1886. 

/p OMK, Avearioil children, many a burden bearing, 

Into your Father's house — the house of prayer, 
And in His presence rest, and solace sharing - 
Cast off your load, and leave the bunion there. 

Exhausted soldier, on life's field of ])attle, 

Sheatli up thy sword, and rest while discords cease ; 

AVhile in the i)lace of Avarfare's boom and rattle 
Softly and sweetly comes this whisper, Peace. 



Desponding hearts, crushed down by ceaseless aching. 

And secret sorrows Jesus only knows, 
Rise cheerful, and ycmr earthly cares forsaking. 

Come, share this heavenly balm, " I will heal thy woes." 

It is Jehovah, God the Lord, who readeth 
The wants of all, who bow to Him the knee. 

It is His mercy sends what each one necdeth ; 
It is His voice that whispers peace to thee. 



**Come unto /IDe*" 

/^'OME to Me, my faltering follower, 

Jesus says to thee. 
Cast thy weight of cares and ( rosses 
All on Me. 



30 • ' ABRAHAM MY FRIEND. " 

I know all the fears and doubtings, 

Tremblings in thy heart, 
Come, and fear not ; I will bless thee 
As thou art 

Lift to Me thy heart so heavy ; 

Tell Me all thy care — 
All thy troubles, few or many, 
I will share. 

Art thou downcast and despondent 

On the field of Life, 
Come, and rest you in My presence 
From the strife. 

Art thou lonely — is there no one 

To speak a loving word. 
Then My accents all the clearer 
Will be heard. 



''Hbrabam ms ytienb/' 

WllITTEN AFTER A SeRMON PREACHED ON ISAIAH XLI. 8 BY THB 

Rev. J. B. Meharry, 14th July 1883. 

^\H glorious friendship, everlasting tie. 

That binds with one accord the hearts of men 
To that great Heart, so great, so good, so high, 
That condescends, from kingly majesty. 
To stoop to earth, and, on an equal, beat 
With our frail hearts, making our lives His life, 
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Our hopes His hopes, our bitterest tears His tears, 

Our cares His cares, our greatest joys His joys, 

Treating us not as servants. He our Lord, 

(For such He is). But, sovereignty forgot. 

He links those hearts that will be linked to Him, 

In perfect unity, with cords of love. 

And loves, and trusts, and treats us as His friends. 

Oh will we not trust Him, who thus trusts us. 

With our glad confidence, unbroken, free. 

No secret reservations, but a full 

And perfect open intercourse. As child 

That tells with infant lips its infant griefs 

To a fond parent, and holds nothing back, 

Or as a brother pours in brother^s ear 

The hopes, the aims, the aspirations high 

He cherishes within his heart of hearts. 

And knows that brother's heart beats with his own, 

And that their fears and hopes and joys are one. 

Yet earthly friendships wane, and kindred die. 

But this friend waneth not : Death's icy hand 

Hath only power on earth ; He dwells in Heaven, 

Where love imbroken, and unsevered ties 

Are sealed and firm cemented by His hand. 

Oh ! lay thy hand within His loving clasp. 

And keep it there. He will not let thee go. 

If thou wilt trust thy heart and all thy life 

In confidence to Him, without reserve. 

Oh everlasting friendship ! God's own plan 

To draw and make His own the heart of man. 



32 SABBA TH E VENING, 



Sabbatb £penfnd. 

LiLLlESLEAF, 1883. 

A LL is in harmouy in sight, in sound, 

~ No discord mars tliis one, brief, quiet hour, 
This restful peace of Sablmtli evening cahn, 
A Scottisli Sabbath among Scottish hills. 
The sun whose cheering rays have clieered us 
Through this bright day, long past meridian now. 
Creeps (tho' but slowly as if loath to go) 
On towards the west, and as he surely sinks 
From sight, the moon with colder, clearer beam 
Apix'ars, to keep her vigil through the night, 
And lend her lustre to enhance the scene. 
It is the harvest-time, and ripened grain 
Bends its tall yellow head before the breath 
Of the light breeze, tliat swells across the lea. 
And murmurs in the rills and do>vn the glens, 
And seems to sigh a soothing lidlaby. 
In gentle numlxTs through the neighbouring trees. 
It i8fiiiit-(/athen7if/-time, and i>lenteous loa<l 
Of such in cultured gardens meets the eye — 
Apples and pears and golden |>each and plum. 
Dropping in ripeness from their bending boughs, 
A just incentive to awaken thirst. 
It is the 8urmner4ime^ though Avaning old 
It may be, and perchance before us comes 
Sure signs and tokens that before His long 
It must (for will it hath not) yield the earth 
With all it bears into the Autumn's hand. 
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It is enough that it is Summer now ; 

Live in it, and lament it when *tis gone. 

It is the Gloaming time — the time licensed 

For meditative thought, and hopeful dreams, 

And pleasant prospects to be fondly nursed 

And tenderly caressed. As mother rests 

At close of day, and folds within her arms 

The tender child, whose place is in her heart, 

But hath been set aside, whilst other things. 

As needful, occupied her busy mind. 

So would we hail thee, restful twilight hour. 

And claim the privilege which thou dost bring, 

While nature plays her soft melodious strains 

Into our ears, nay, deep into our hearts. 

Waking a glad response, which shall resound 

In sacred vocal music from our lips. 

Some holy psalm that speaks the thoughts which fill our 

resting heart. 

It is a thoughtful time. Nay, time is thought, 

And while there liveth time, there dwelleth thought. 

Tis but a time when busy thought takes flight, 

On soaring pinions, to some happier land 

In gladsome holiday, alone to spend. 

With tranquil retrospect and joys to come. 

One hour of bliss with future and with past. 

Leaving the present, with its cares and toils, 

As though it were not on the list of life. 

Oh Sabbath stillness, sweet but soon to end, 

What is thy mission on this moving earth ? 

Is it hot this, to make our wearied hearts 

c 



34 ^£ST IN THE LOUD, 

Yearn aye for thee, or something like to thee — 
To make us long for some sweet harmony 
To come as echo to this discord now, 
For some hright sun to shed its fadeless light 
Into our souls, and shine for ever there ? 
For a glad harvest time of joy and song, 
The full fruition-time of words and deeds. 
For endless summer with its wealth of flowers, 
That wither not before the winter's blast. 
And for a gloaming time^ a time of rest, 
To come, as thou, a sequel to the toil, 
And noise, and tumult of this busy earth, 
A time of joy and song, and love and peace, 
A time like thee save this — it may not cease. 



IRest in tbe Xor&» 

1884. 

^^H heart, perplexed, with anxious fears overflowing, 
Kest in the Lord. 

Be not afraid. His love and wisdom knowing. 

Rest in the Lord. 
His is the hand that leads thee day by day. 
Right is thy path, though rough may be the way. 

Thy wearied heart, with all its sin and sorrow. 

Rest in the Lord. 
The trust, that simply leaves each day's to-morrow. 

Rest ill the Lord. 
He knows His children's wants, and from His store. 
In love whate^r they need His hand will pour. 
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Come to Him now, and bring Him thy distones, 

Rest in the Lord. 
With graee and strength each waiting soul He blesses, 

Rest in the Lord. 
This promise cannot fail ; so trust His word ; 
Come, fainting soul, rest now, rest in the Lord. 



XCbtougb tbe 3Sort)erIan&* 

August 1«83. 

**PEED on, speed on, thou sturdy steam-strong steed, 
With all thy living and thy lifeless freight ; 
Through northern England, bear us swift and well, 
And take us safely to the Borderland, 
Renowned for feud and freedom, peace and war. 
The land of which our Scottish bards have sung. 
And which needs not the touch of my poor pen, 
To add, if add I can, one fragment more 
Of fame or lustre to its well-known name. 
Once more, oh Cheviots, do your towering peaks 
Rise in the distance, gladdening to my eyes, 
As home is gladdening to the wandering one. 
Who tired and weary with long travel comes. 
To spend a while in those sequestered spots 
And scenes, he knew and loved in earlier life. 
So thy great purple smnmits now in view 
Seem but the gates to what my heart calls home. 
Another landmark, dearer still than thou. 



36 TO THE TWEED AT BERWICK, 

« 

I catch a glimpse of now, in glory bathed, 

Basking beneath the rays of setting sun, 

I watch it where I never watched before. 



XTo tbe XCweeb at JSetwfcft* 

IT HAVE seen the sunshine, gleaming 

Over castled halls and towers, 

I have seen its brightness, beaming 

Over many beauteous bowers. 

But it now its beam is shedding. 

Where I love to see it more 

Than in courts of regal splendour. 

Or on princely palace-floor ; 

Tis on thee, sweet wandering river, it is shining, Tweed, on 

thee. 

On thy streams, whose murmuring ever sing sweet melody to 
me. 

• I have seen the glaring glitter 

Of the world^s pretentious show, 

And its pride and grandeur flitter 

0*er the tide of fashion's flow. 

Oh how glad, with dear devotion 

For a while I turn aside 

From its cares and its commotion 

To the sweetness of thy tide, 

To thy smiles, oh peaceful river, from the city, Tweed, to 

thee. 

To thy streams, whose murmuring ever sings a soft, sweet 

song to me. 



TO EDINBURGH. 37 



Here on the " billowy snow-crest ocean's " strand 
Lie Spittal, Tweedmouth, Berwick, fair retreats 
For wearied souls to rest awhile, and find 
The annual stimulus their spirits need. 
Away, away, I muse to self, and sing. 
And try to keep my thoughts and melodies 
In time and rhyme with thee, my flying horse. 



XIo £&inbutdb. 

iPJIANT heads rising now slowly but surely, 

Salisbury Crags are appearing in view, 
Arthur's Seat, filling my memory with bygones — 
Trips to the Calton, the Castle, and you. 

Back to thee, Edina, queen of the beauteous, 

No rival city is equal to thee ; 
Others are richer in wealth and in commerce — 

Grander in beauty they never can be. 

Here will I halt, and for a while enhale 
The Forth's cool breezes, and enjoy 
The much-loved intercourse which Friendship yields. 
Then off once more to a familiar spot 111 hie ; 
Fair Peebles, oh how skilled the graphic pen 
That can with lines of truth transfer and paint 
On parchment all the beauties found in thee ! 
Mine faileth, and I leave the studious task 
To hand more practised, that can wisely deal 
With Soonhope, Venlaw, or with Neidpath's tower, 
With Manor, Kailzie, or the Gipsies' Glen. 



3^ TO THE GIPSIES GLEN. 

Zo tbe (Bfpsfes* ©leit 

TpHE twilight falls in softness o'er the hUl, 
~~ A deep hushed calm pervatles the silent air, 
The bleat of sheep, or fall of murmuring rill, 
Alone is hsard in this loved spot and fair. 

Calm August gloaming hour, I love tliee best. 
Soothing all nature softly into rest, 
Breathing in whispers through the boughs above, — 
Life hath its gloaming — rest and hoj^e and love. 

Blow, gentle breathings, borne upon the breeze, 
Sigh, summer, softly through the verdant trees, 
Flow on, thou brooklet, rippling from the hill. 
And rest, oh heart, rest now, while all is still. 

But time will stay not for our lingering thus, 

And other welcomes wait from other lips. 

So I must leave thee, Peebles, and away 

To greet the Whinfield friends, and spend with them 

A few days more of social intercourse, 

For Whinfield's master is a social sire. 

And well enjoys a joke or Scottish song, 

Nor stops he here, for to the merry tune, 

By fairy fingers played, we'll dance a reel. 

With him as leader, in the mirthful round. 

"We'll visit once again, dear Philiphaugh, 

"The Snipe," and then the famous Corbie's Linn, 

And put our girlish mettle to tlie test 

O'er hills and dales, — the longest way the best. 



TO ETTRICK STREAMS AND GALA WATER, 39 

Gala hath charms ; to it we will away 
At momingtide, as once before we went, 
And laugh, and talk, and sing, and say 
Whatever we choose, and spend a gladsome day. 
For are we not on gladsomeness intent ! 




XTo £ttticb Streams anb (Bala Maten 

LISSFUL days, oh Ettrick streams, 
WeVe tasted, you and I together; 
Swiftly sped our pleasure seems 
And now once more 'tis time to sever — 

Fare ye well. 

And Gala too, one note of praise 
I'll send to thee, remembered river. 
For 'tis thy knowes and banks and braes 
Bring back to me my childhood ever — 

Fare ye well. 

And kindly hearts that on tliem dwell. 
Ye sons of birch, and broom, and heather, 
I wish you once again farewell, 
Witli this glad hope, 'tis not for ever — 

Faro ye well. 

On, on once more, once more the county change 
From Selkirkshire — on now to Roxburgh go. 
The Eildons, Melrose, and St. Boswells pass, 
Oh, well the varj^ing route of old I know, 
And know it still, for dear it is to me. 



40 JEDB URGH BY MOONLIGHT, 

And as I hear each well-rein embered name, 
Some memory sweet of bygone happy days, 
In these dear Border counties, comes to mind, 
And pondering deeply on them, each and all, 
I live once more in "days of long ago," 
Until the J(id breaks up my train of thought. 




Jebburob bg /ftoouUabt. 

[OW bright has the moon lit her lantern on high, 
A beacon of lustrelight far in the sky. 
How soft and serenely her slanting beams fall. 
Like robes of the night, as a covering for all ! 
How grandly can now the old abbey })e seen. 
As, bathed in the light of her silvery sheen. 
It stands in the silence, a ruinous pile 
Of tower and of chancel, of cloister and aisle ! 

O'er Ferniehirst Castle's high turreted tower. 
O'er lonely Queen Mary's once tenanted bower. 
O'er sweet sunny Linthaugli and calm Himdalee, 
And Bongate and Canongate, brightly o'er thee. 
How sweet 'tis to think, when afar and alone 
From Scotia's dear mountains 'mong strangers unknown, 
That the same peaceful moon, which is smiling on me, 
Is shedding her light. Border country, on thee ! 

And shall I leave thee, Roxburgh, and omit 
The name entirely, and that spot in thee 
Where for one blissfid day my heart forgot 
That life was aught but joy, nor int-erfered 



rO MINTO, 41 



One thought of pain, to mar the glorious peace ! 
"Were it not wiser wholly to abstain 
From writing, beauteous Minto, upon thee. 
Than write, with words that never can express 
The perfect and unrivalled loveliness, 
That all in one short day I found in thee ! 
Perhaps, and yet, unfinished were my page 
Without thy name, oh flower of Teviotdalc, 
So to thee now my tribute best I'll bring. 
And to thy praise my sweetest song I'll sing. 



/^jH come, ye Scottish sons whose fame 

For vocal power is high. 
And help me lift a gentle name, 

And bear it to the sky. 
Bring all your powers to play, my lads, 

For grand the strain must be. 
And Muses, bring me words to sing. 

Oh Minto fair, of thee. 

Oh ! many a country hamlet set 

And village kirk I've seen. 
But all my eyes have gazed on yet 

Ne'er vied with thee, my queen. 
So snug withm thy fort of hiUs, 

So girded yet so free, 
No tongue can tell how sweet to dwell, 

Oh Minto, safe in thee. 



TO MINTO, 



Thy mossy mounds, thy fresh green glens, 

\Miere bumies brightly flow, 
Thy hiding nooks, and fairy fens, 

Wliere sweetest wild flowers grow, 
Thy lofty crags, upon whose top 

Yon tower might seem to be. 
Like sentry sent to guard, nor let 

A foe approach to thee. 

And as once more into life's way 

I turn my steps again, 
The bright enjoyment of this day 

My heart will still retain, 
And often, though thou'rt far away, 

I'll have thee close with me, 
And voice will sing, and memory cling, 

My Minto, still to thee. 

And now farewell, to one and all farewell ! 
Newcastle calls and duty bids me go. 
But mind and body freshened I resume, 
With brave content, the daily round of life. 
And only hope, if fickle fortime's hand 
Shall place it in my power, in days to come 
To act as hostess, with you all as guests ; 
The pleasant duties laid ujwn my name 
I may discharge with love and wisdom well. 
And so with equal measure render back 
The hospitality you've shown to me. 



THE CLASP OF A HAND. 4> 

For surely in the future yet 

We'll meet a gatherii^ fine, 
And social round one table sit 

Like " Auld Lang Syne." 



W 



XTbe Clasp of a t)an&. 

December 1883. 
LTHEN the praise we have longed for is all our own, 



When the height of our hope is gained, 
When the point of perfection we strove to reach 

Has been fought for and nobly attained, 
It is one drop more in our brimming cup. 

As in raptures of joy we stand, 
When we know that another is glad for us too 

By the firm, true clasp of his hand. 

When trouble and trial aroimd our way 

Like the leaves in the Autunm are thrown, 
When the paths of |)er}:>lexity, fear, and doubt 

We are bravely confronting alone. 
There is nought that can comfort us, help or cheer, 

Like that symbol of symi>atliy's band. 
Which utters no word, but is silently felt 

In the clasp of a loving hand. 

It can waken to life once more liopes which were dead. 
And the sunshine, which dormant has lain 

In the heart of some lonely one, can by this spell 
Be rekindled to sparkle again ; 



44 A BUNCH OF ROWANTREE BERRIES. 

It can lighten the bunien of toils we bear 
As we traverse o^er time's rough sand, 

For feelings unspoken may be conveyed 
In the firm, true clasp of a hand. 

'Tis a key that will open the gate of love, 

And the friendship of friend with friend, 
It is set as a seal upon constancy 

As a sign that it never shall end ; 
'Tis a telegraph message from heart to heart, 

In its eloquence simple and grand. 
For beyond the power and the reach of words 

Is the silent clasp of a hand. 



H JSuncb of IRowantree 3Bettfed. 

December 1883. 

^\NLY a bunch of rowans. 

Withered and dry and dead, 
Not as we picture rowans. 

Glossy and round and red. 
These in their sad decaying 

Shrivelled and small have grown, 
Rosiness left them long ago, 

Leaving them rusty brown. 

Only a bunch of rowans. 
That hang in a dingy room, 

Far from the reach of sunshine, 
Far in the midst of gloom ; 



THESE BUSY DA YS OF OURS. 45 

Far from the purple hillsides, 

Where in their bloom they grew, 
Far in the depths of a city now 

Sadly they hide from view. 

There is but one that loves them, 

"Watches their slow decay. 
Thinks of a far-off "heather land," 

Dreams of a summer's day ; 
Dreams till the past grows present, 

And the city gives place to a hill, 
Till the noise and the bustle give place to peace, 

And the rowans are beauteous still. 



XTbese SSusi? 2>ai?d of (S^urs. 

Decrmbkr 1883. 

lOKFHEN the twilight shadows linger 

Softly at the evening's close, 
When the touch of Nature's finger 

Bids the earth in night repose, 
When each warbler ceases singing 

And flies homeward to its nest, 
When the sun's last beams are flinging 

Splendours from the crimson west. 
Sweet it seems awhile to wander 

'Mong the petal-closing flowers. 
And to ponder, calmly ponder, 

On these busy days of ours. 



CHRISTMASTIDE, 



Busy days of earnest action. 

Physical and mental might, 
Striving hard 'gainst many a faction 

That would lead us from the right. 
Plodding bravely through the mazes 

That we meet with on the road, 
For each battle conquered raises 

Surely something from our load ; 
And we may, no censures fear us, 

Steal a few sweet restful hours 
That will stimulate and cheer us 

In these busy days of ours. 

Onwards, upwards, faltering never, 

Truth and Right to guide tlie way. 
Bravely, nobly, onwards ever. 

Rest will come at close of day. 
Perseverance. All prevailing. 

Let this banner be unfurled. 
Strong, in spite of fall and failing, 

Rise and fight thee through the world. 
Lives to us had ne'er been given 

Were they meant for rosy bowers. 
We must work our way to heaven 

Through these busy days of ours. 



Cbrt0tmastt£)e* 

December 1683. 



XJ^AIL, festive season, trippuig forth 
With gay and gladsome measure. 



CHRISTMASTWE, 47 



We greet thy coming once again 
To us with joy and pleasure. 

Thy messengers, the frost and snow, 
Have, true to thee, been bringing 

News of thy coming, and the wind 
Thy advent has been singing. 

And buoyant youth with one accord 
The secret has been humming, 

The secret that was known to all. 
Dear Christmastide is coming. 

Till age, thougli frozen and benumbed, 

By life's inclement borcas. 
Felt its old heart again grow young, 

And softly joined the chorus. 

Then day by day our watchful eyes 

Have seen thy visage clearer. 
And day by day thy misty form 

Has moved a milestone nearer. 

Now thou hast come, and hearts beat high 

In wild anticipation 
Of long held hopes which now must die 

In glorious consummation. 

And gentle hope and holy peace 

From thee are softly stealing. 
To enter hearts whose beat sulxlucd 

Proclaims no joyous feeling. 



4S TO A SCOTTISH SINGER, 



For over all thy power is felt 

A sun to brighten sadness 
In every form, and to augment 

Each form of mirthful gladness. 

So welcome, winter's age-crowned king, 
Old faithful friend and hoary, 

The Christmas bells shall gladly ring, 
And help to swell thy glory. 



Zo a Scottisb Sfnoer. 

J. H. M. 1883. 

^COTTISH singer, young and free, 
Happy in thy minstrelsy, 
Send some echo of thy strain 
Trembling through our hearts again ; 
Let us hear, *midst life's loud noise, 
Softly thy melodious voice. 

'Tis the misty gloaming hour. 
Darkening shadows dimly lower ; 
Sing us something sweet and low, 
Something olden that we know. 
Slow or quick, or grave or gay. 
Aught to steal our thoughts away. 

AVaft us from your Pentland Fells, 
" CaUer Herrin'," " Heather Hills," 
" Huntingtower," " Within a mile," 



TO A SCOTTISH SINGEK. ^ 

" There was a lad was born iii Kyle," 
"Braw, braw lads," "My Nannie, O," 
Or " Corn rigs are bonnie 0." 

Oh, send me over hill and plain, 

" Will ye no come back again," 

** Lass o' Gowrie," " Kelvin Grove," 

** Doim the burn, Davie, love," 

" 0' a' the airts," " Oh, rowan tree," 

" Ye banks and braes," or " Craigielec." 

Or murmur from your northern knowes, 
" Afton Water," " Ca' the ewes," 
" Scotland yet," or " Scots wha hae," 
"Annie Laurie," "Robin Gray;" 
But let not these your rendering mar 
Of grand and glorious " Lochnagar," 

On, fair singer, still suig on ; 
Earnest accents, tender tone 
Are but tools which you shall j)rove, 
Build around you walls of love, 
And the structures will be strong. 
If with truth you sing your song. 

Only with a wish to please 

Some beloved one, or to ease 

Some overburdened heart mayl)e. 

With your happy melody. 

For a pleasure, lastmg, strong, 

May be given in a song. 

i> 



so ONE AND TWENTY. 



®ne anD XCwents. 

1883. 

"^^OUTH and manhood now are meeting 
"" ' On your life-hill's golden brow, 
Time with tireless hand is beating 
Swifter strokes to march to now. 

Swifter footsteps, firmer, bolder, 
Now must mark your onward road, 

Wiser, better, braver, older. 
In the path by thousands trod. 

And a better birthday greeting 

Than before, if that can be, 
Still the olden words repeating 

Send I once again to thee. 

Wishing this the best of wishes. 
That the sun, whose constant ray 

Fails not, but for ever blesses. 

Still may guide your Heavenward way, 

Until birthdays shall have ended. 
When the years shall be imknown. 

And where Love and Truth are blended 
In the light of God's own Throne. 



ON A PHOTOGRAPH. 51 

®n a pbotodtapb* 

1883. 

A STRANGER'S face, yet something in it seems 

With a sweet subtilty to waken dreams 
Of the dead past, when in a forest's shade 
A group of careless, happy children played, 
Who joyous, thoughtless, golden childhood spent 
In the bright present, blissfully content^ 
Filling the air with laughter and with glee. 
Why should this picture now return to me ? 
It cannot be that this calm thoughtful face, 
I hold before me now, once held a place 
In that mad merry party, glad and gay. 
Who played and playing lived the days away. 
Is this that tireless restless roving one, 
Who evermore, in search of food for fun, 
Led all the rest with one accord along — 
Was counted Captain of the youthful throng. 
The Hero, Champion, and can this be he, 
Who seems so passively to look at me ? 
The madcap merriness of those bright eyes 
Has been exchanged for staidness' serious wise ; 
The thoughtful look, the anxious studious brow, 
Are tokens of a greater life-work now. 
The romping, careless, daring boy has fled, 
Leaving a man, mature and grave, instead. 
'Tis ever thus that faces which have hung 
For years in memory's gallery, bright and young, 
Must be, if we would keep the likeness true, 



52 A NEW YEAR'S PRAYER, 

Replaced by other pictures, strange and new, 
Which, as we view them, make our fond hearts hold 
Tenaciously those known and loved of old. 
And as we gaze in wonder at the change, 
We murmur softly to ourselves. How strange. 
Forgetting time by none will be controlled, 
And that with them we must ourselves grow old. 




3Blrtb^as XRIlfsbes* 

1883. 

[EST and brightest birthday wishes 
Tenderly I breathe for thee, 

May this day above all others 
Ever fraught with gladness be. 

And as Phoebus* rays descending 
On this sunny summer's morn, 

So may life, with blessings blending, 
For your future now be born. 



H Hew Keat'0 iprai?et» 

January 1st, 1883. 

^ H Gracious God, Whose potent power 

Can guide us through each day and hour 

Of this untried New Year, 
Oh grant that still it ever may 
Encompass every pilgrim-way 

In all our journey ings here. 



A DA Y A T M/NTO, st 

Oh precious Saviour, by Whose love 
We claim our rights to realms above, 

And call them all our own. 
Still for Thy faltering followers plead. 
And though unworthy intercede 

For them before the throne. 

Eternal Spirit, come and move 
Our downcast spirits, — fill with love 

Each cold and callous lieart. 
O'er all the life-paths that we tread, 
Thy Heavenly inspiration shed 

And influence impart. 



H H)aB at /IDfnto* 

1883. 

IPV ID ever morn more glorious rise 

Beneath the glow of August skies 
As that on which three dauntless Y's 
From Jedburgh walked to Minto ? 

What though the Donion^ gaunt and grey. 
Like giant rose upon their way. 
They flinched not, for beyond it lay 
Their destination Minto. 

Ejaculations, groans and gasps, 
As butterflies, and bees and wasps, 
Mix fast with heather, whins and rasps, 
Upon this road to Minto. 



54 A DAY AT MINTO. 



Nor did the power of speech run slow, 
For long and varied was the flow 
Of topics we discussed, and so 
We trudged along to Minto. 

I need not enter largely here, 
On how we crossed the Teviot clear, 
Of Peter's strength or Alick's fear — 
We settled those at Minto. 

But this I know that landed we, 
A ravenously hungry three, 
Wrought havoc 'mong the scones and tea, 
And all good things at Minto. 

Our hostess with her matron-grace. 
And kindly speech and smiling face, 
A welcome gave us to the place 
That worthy was of Minto. 

Within its Kirk a quiet hour. 
Then off, through many a shady bower, 
To climb the crags, and view the tower 
That crowns the channs of Minto. 

Through deep cut glens and glade and grove 
In calm contentment on we rove, 
For peace around, beneath, above 
Reigns paramount at Minto. 

But Time, the tyrant, hastens on, 
The kindly sun will soon be gone — 



TO A LONDON BICYCLIST. 55 

The summer day will soon be done, 
And we must leave thee, Minto, 

And when the gloaming shadows meet, 
Moimted in dogcart trim and neat. 

With G as driver, all complete, 

We bid farewell to Minto. 

Oh well does "Geordie" imdei*stand 
His master's touch and kmd command, 
So home once more we safely land. 

Well pleased and charmed with Minto, 



XTo a Xonbon 3Sfci?clfst 

1883. 

XJEBE, shut those musty fusty books, 

~ ~ And smile away those studioiis looks 

That make you seem so old and staid, 

As if the world on you were laid, 

With its commercial cares and crosses, 

And its financial gains and losses ; 

Fold up those papers, dry that pen 

At once ; I really wonder when 

You*d rid yourself of office gear, 

If no one tried to interfere. 

You have a lifeless horse ; so ride 

Bravely and well o'er land and tide, 

Keep Tyne directly in your eye, 

And when youVe crossed it safely, I 



S6 TO P, K, DUBLIN, 

Can keep you for a week or more 
Amused and pleased. You can explore 
Fair spots which this Newcastle owns, 
As beauteous as our southern towns ; 
If further you may wish to go, 
Tliere's Edinburgh too you know, 
Where without guidance you can spend 
A week, that's almost sure to end 
In perfect pleasure, and your tour 
Will be successful, I am sure. 
So listen, do as I have said. 
You know I like to be obeyed, 
And quickly too, at once I say, 
Lock up your desk, and come away. 



TTo p. Iff., BubUn. 

1884. 

^EAR P., 

Your last epistle, long and grand. 
In season due arrived to hand, 
^\jid though to-night, I fear, my mind 
Is not toward the muse inclined. 
Yet still, for contradiction's sake. 
One mighty muster I will make. 
And prove you that the poet's will 
Is not confined to Erin's isle, 
'Tis easier too to write than prose, 
If rhyme, the rhythm freely flows. 
Well, for your news, I'm glad to know 
Your lamster limb, is mending so, 



TO P, K, DUBLIN, %% 



And that at last, though weak, your foot 

Can bear the pressure of a boot. 

A week of pure Mount Mellock air, 

With change of scene afforded there, 

Your wonted vigour will restore. 

And bring you back yourself once more. 

Your long digression upon health, 

And views concerning it, and wealth, 

I hold as true, and deem the thought 

Your late experiences may have bought. 

I know your active temperament 

Could not for long remain content 

In idleness ; and you are wise. 

As soon as possible, to rise. 

And with determined zeal once more 

Resume your labours as before. 

On Ireland's still unsettled state 

I will not offer to debate : 

The sore vexed question, much discussed, 

I think we safely may entrust 

To those possessed of clearer light 

Of wisdom, touching wrong and right. 

And reason give for every clause. 

Affirmed and fixed in English laws. 

I have no Scottish news to tell. 

To judge by sUence they are well. 

And with myself the days roll on — 

In swift succession they are gone, 

And as they pass, seem fully fraught 

With exercise for mind and thought. 



58 TO P, K, DUBLIN, 

Each brings its share of fresh demand 
Of labour from head, heart, and hand. 
At times from sense the present flies 
And all that is in dreamland dies, 
When vanished things and things to be 
Blend, yet collide incongruously, 
And fancy sees in golden gleam 
A thousand things that only seem, — * 
But I have wandered far away, 
I meant not musingly to stray. 

Though Tina still in you may hold 

Amanuensis willing, bold, 

Tell her at times I will expect 

A line or two from her direct. 

Until once more her presence fill 

The now deserted Annaville. 

And once again we all will meet 

A party, as before complete ; 

And tell my Uncle that I think 

He too might use his pen and ink, 

And give me something, trim and terse, 

From his acknowledged gift of verse. 

Now cousin, it is getting late, — 

I hope you won't expostulate 

At this epistle. If you should 

(I question not the right of could) 

You're too far off for me to hear 

Your criticism so severe ; 

Somethmg we far too seldom see 



THE YEARS, S9 



Is sense of punctuality, 
So please within your memory set 
The seventeenth, and don't forget 
That then an answer will be due 
To this which now I post to you. 



npHE snowflakes softly fall on mother earth 
In silent gentleness, and from the wild 
Echoes are wafted by the sighing wind 

Over each threshold and across each hearth. 



"The year is dying," so they seem to say. 
Dying for ever from the world of years. 

And with it die its hopes, and joys, and fears. 
Save from the heart of memory away. 
Farewell, Old Year. 

The mom is breaking now across the lea. 
And list the pealing of those joyous bells, 

Whose mirthful melody so gladly tells 
That a new year has come to you and me. 

Has come, an empty page, which we must write 
FuUy and well. An untried, unknown year 

Which we will meet with courage brave, nor fear 
To say with earnest ardour, pure and bright, 
Welcome, New Year. 




6o TO A MUSICAL ECHO, 

XTo a Musical £cbo. 

1884. 

ILVEIRY cadence, softly stealing 
Over every sense of feeling, 
All discordant sounds repealing. 

As the hum of summer^s even, 
O'er a silent moorland driven, 
Speaks of love and peace and heaven. 

So speak'st thou, sweet strain of singing, 
With thy deep melodious ringing. 
Strangely sad. Yet gladly flinging 

Back the heart to days of yore, 
Till at childhood*s golden door 
Stand we, as we stood before. 

Listening m the hour of leisure 

To that sweet and selfsame measure, 

"With a holy, happy pleasure. 

On, sweet singers, on unceasing. 
Heart and soul and strength increasing. 
Cheered by many a loving blessing. 

May you still the notes prolong 
Of your grand harmonic song, 
Softly and yet sweetly strong. 



WORK, 6i 



TOlorft. 

1884. 

^HE parent of comfort aiid sweet cpnteiit^ 

The sharpener of imiid and thought, 
The golden com by whose bright worth 
The pleasures of rest are bought. 

The leading door into temper sweet, 

A pass to the land of health, 
The mighty gate which alone will ope 

On the legal road to wealtli. 

The pivot on which the world revolves, 
The wortl which is nation known, 

The compass of many a well-spent life, 
And the step to prosperity's throne. 



^K a* the airts the wind can blaw 

I dearly lo'e the north ; 
For there beyond the Border hills, 

Beyond the Tweed and Forth, 
The lassie lives wha' in this heart 

Shall now and ever dwell. 
The same to me she aye will be — 

My bonnie, blythesome Nell. 



62 A VOICE ABSENT. 



I iniss her when the early morn 

DispelA the gloomy night, ; 

I miss her still when SoFs bright beam /' 

Has reached its noonday height ; 
And when the day of toil is o*er, 

And gloaming time has come, 
I miss the face, so wont to light 

The love-lamp of my home. 

I sit beside an ocean wide, 

I watch its waters go, 
With white-tipped spray o'er the wand'ring way 

Of s boundless ebb and flow, 
And dream of a day not far away. 

When over its surf and swell, 
Ther'U safely come to me and home, 

My dear, my darling Nell. 



H tDoice Hbsent 

1884. 

A WELL-KNOWJSr voice that murmurs in our ear 

Like some dear strain of music softly played, 
Until we know by heart each note that clear, 
Swelled in the soothing harmony and made 
Each in its part, the chord we loved to hear. 

A voice that takes us back to long ago 
On wings of memory to childhood's days, 
To days when o'er the bright, unruffled flow 
Of youth's smooth tide we let our fancy gaze 
On future weal, exempt from future woe. 



WHEN THE SUN SETS LOW, 63 

A loving voice with many a loving word 
That cheers us all unseen when we grow sad, 
A voice whose tender accents still is heard 
When peace and pleasure join to make us glad, 
And mirth and happuiess then joys afford. 

A long-lost voice, and yet for ever nigh, 
Through toiling days, and m the silent night 
It seems to munnur " hush " o*er every sigh, 
And in the darkness softly shed a light 
Holy and calm to stifle every cry. 

Is this but memory that links the mind 

To the one voice our hearts have loved the best, 

Is it but fitful fancy dares to find 

The words for which we ever are in quest. 

Or wild imagination, dear yet blind 1 

But the unreal is true, and fancies stray 
Where the reality ne'er finds a road, 
Imaghiation in her wandering may 
Discover truth in some strange new abode, 
And so be blest ujwn her rambling way. 



Mben tbe Sun sets low. 

1884. 

^|H, I dearly lo'e the morning, when the soft and silent light 

Steals a raid upon the dinmess and the darkness o' tne 

night, [below, 

When the birds, with cadence clear, wake our slumbers here 

But I better lo'e the gloaming, when the sun sets low. 



^ HOME. 

I hare watched the noontide splendour, on ^ glorious summer's 

Over lakes and woods and valleys and t)te tops of mountains 

When each blossom, bower, and bud §fhared the full meridian 

glow, 
But I'd rather hae the gloaming, wKen the sun sets low. 

Oh, bonnie is the starry night, wMen Cynthia, cold and keen. 
Sheds abroad her mighty lustre with a soft and silvery sheen. 
When the fir trees sob and sigfl as they waunner to and fro. 
But bonnier is the gloaming, when the s\m sets low. 



'Tis the dearest, sweetest, cymest time o* a* the daWto me, 
For full and fraught with memories bright its breatning seems 

to be, / / " 

And the best of times on oarth that this heart ^n ey^ Know 
Is the soft and smiling gleaming, when the suusQ^Iow. I 



'>:. 



Dome* 

1884. 

'^i/tFHAT is home — what makes the atrucjbure 

That we call by that fond iiame ; » 
Wliat must constitute the building ; 

Ere it may that title claim 1 ' \ 

Can its walls be raised only 

By the mason's skilful art. 
Or are bricks the meet enclosures 

Of a dwelling for a heart 1 






WHAT WOULD'ST THOUf 

Ifay, no brick and mortar building 

Makes the home wliere hearts may dwell, 
Tia tho happy, unseen centre 

Love erects with love's own spell. 

Tis but home where hope and memory 

Meet upon one tbreaholii-WestJ' 

houghts take wing to 
for quiet rest 




■'OIFHAT would'st thou have, oh heart, 

A kingdom or a throne. 
Or untold mines of richest gold, 
Which none but thee could own ; 
Or popularity or fame, 
Or an inspired tongue. 
To rise on tho)^ht as Milton rose, 
And sii^ the songs he sung 1 



6ftv WHAT WOULD'ST THOUt 

Kay, these aro well, but even. these 
My yearning soul could ne'er appease^ 
For what were wealth if love had fled, . 
Or what were fame if friends were dead.; 
What were a kingdom or a throne, 
If health, and hope, and peace were gone! 

What would'st thou be, oh heart, 

A trifle and a toy, 

Affected by each passing breath 

Of sorrow or of joy : 

A helpless, aimless, idle thing. 

With nought to do each day 

But drift inactive on the tide 

That bears thy life away % 

Nay, nay, not this, I would be strong. 
Myself to scan through right and wrong, 
I'd choose to be sincere and true, 
A mighty power, yet gentle too, 
I would be wise and good and kind, 
The owner of a noble mind. 

What would'st thou do, oh heart, 

Some glorious valiant thing. 

That unto thee the whole world might 

Its admiration bring: 

To conquer as Napoleon did. 

Or die as Nelson died, 

A warrior hero, nation-crowned, 

Adored and glorified % 



''THEXORD BH WITH THEE :' 6t> 

I would. do nable deeds as they, 
Thjough-in a less conspicuous way. 
Who goodness' laws in. faith. fulfil, 
Though world imcrowned are heroes. stilL; 
Unostentatiously 'twere best^ 

« 

By far, to bless, and so be blest. 



4f: 




" 'Z\iZ Xor& be wftb "^^^ 

The fQllowing Lines were sent to the Rev. J. B. Meharry two'days after he had 
preached a New Tear's Sermon from Ruth ii. 4. "And, behold Boaz came from 
Bethlehem, and said unto the reapers, The Lord be with you. And they answered 
him, The Lord bless thee." 

Trinity Ghxtbch, Newgastlb-on-Ttnb, Janvary 1884. .. 

*^ TAY, busy reapers, ere you issue fortk 

To "break the soil" of this fresh field of time. 
Ere to its space unbroken and untried 
You speed with ready hands and earnest hearts, 
Fraught with fresh strength, and hope, and courage ibold. 
Bravely to toil upon the labour scene 
Of God's great tilling ground, the ground of life. 
Which must be ploughed determinedly and well, 
And sown with seeds of goodness, which shall ^ring 
One day to ripeness, if they be but sown. 
Stay for one moment, for a greeting comes 
Forth from the steward of the Master's field ; 
He who directs thy work, and not alone 
Directs, but helps, and leads, and labours most 
To gain the harvest all woidd strive to reap — 
God's Glory. 



68 " THE LORD BLESS TffEE,'' 

He gladly comes, for Heaven hath blessed him too 
With hope and vigour strengthened and renewed, 
Hath given him a brave heart, and kindly hand, 
And loving words, which in his turn he'U give 
To those who need whatever he can bestow. 
So list to this the greeting that he gives, 
The blessing that he utters for thee now, 
The blessing best, without it work were vain, 
Not all thy head and heart and hands could do 
Were worth one jot, unless 'twere truly, thine — 

"The Lord bb with thbb." 



** XCbe Xor& 3Bles5 XEbee/' 

'IJEi^HAT shall our answer be 1 what words are best ? 

What can we say sincerely to express 
That which we feel, that which we joy to feel, 
The deep desire for all our steward's good 1 
What most will please him, what will greatest cheer 
Him still to labour on, nor be afraid 
Of what he finds to conquer, and to do 1 
What best will tell how highly we esteem 
All that he does, and how, if life be spared 
To us, that we will aid him all we can. 
In the good work God finds for us to do. 
And gladly help him with our best to swell 
Our harvest field with love and peace and truth ? 
Twere vain to bless indeed, if Heaven's glad smile 
Bless not our words ; and as whatever he do 
Successfully and well, is only through 



''HAZEL HA'y 69 



Heaven's full approval, it were best for us 

To send the prayer we breathe for him to Heaven, 

Where it will rest with One who seeing best 

Will answer for us, what we fondly ask. 

And to the leader whose kind words have filled 

Our hearts again with grateful, trusting love. 

This would we answer, as the truest, best 

Expression we can form of what we feel, 

We would desire sincerely aye for him — 

" Thb Lord bless theb." 




I WEET is thy path, soft murmuring rill, 
Whose rippling waves from yonder hiU, 
Meander at their own sweet will 
By Hazel Ha'. 

Oh, happy birds, whose morning lays, 
And evening songs of love and praise. 
Ring through the woods that clothe the braes 
Bound Hazel Ha\ 

And sweety oh plantin, is thy shade. 
And fair the glen and green the glade. 
Whose charms have such a picture made 
0' Hazel Ha\ 

Fresh on the balmy breast of mom 
The breath of heather-bell is borne, 
And broom and birk, and brier and thorn, 
At Hazel Ha\ 



^ THE' SXJRGEOirS' BRIDE, 

While, like a fairy song, the breeze 
Playr a soft cadence 'mong the trees, 
Telling it seems of rest and ease, 
At Hazel Ha\ 

Tranqml abode, how pure, how fair 
The hearts should be of dwellers there. 
If love with beauty hold a share 
0' Hazel Ha\ 




XCbe Stttaeott'a 3Br(be. 

1884. 

^HADING the light from her smiling ;fe«^ 
"With the fairest of dimpled hands. 
Fresh at the gate of her sunny home 
In the early mom she stands, 

Cheerfully -watching a stalwart farm 

Steadily, strongly go 
Forth to the battle with dread disease — 

To the struggle with. death and woe. 

Is there a tear in those wondrous eyes % 

Why should a tear-drop start 1 
'Tis the dropping over of yeamroghope 

In a tender woman's heart. 

Is there a nmrmur escapes her lips? 

Tis but a. silent prayer 
Thai) he may be fnrnkhed with skill and rtzBUgth 

For the duties beneath his care. 



Tim'SUjSVEOirS'BRIDE. fi 

III I ■ I m.mlmm.mi^m^m- 

Is there a pensive look of thought^ 

And an anxious deep-drawn sigh 1 
'Tis but the longing to render good 

.To bleeding humanity. 

Stay, kindly heart, there are scenes at hand, 

Which will call in their need for you ; 
There is many a work in a surgeon's round 

IVliich a woman alone can do. 

May those dimpled hands, with their tender toudi, 

Ease many a restless head ! 
May many a word, by those parted lips. 

At the sufferer's bed be said ! 

May a loving spirit of sympathy 

To leaven that life be given ; 
Tis the brightest of all earth's angel guides 

To pilot a soul to heaven. 

May a Power divine, with an all-wise Hand, 

Accept and bless and guide 
The lives of the-surgeon, staid and strong. 

And his faithful, trusty bride 1 

Should "the smartings of sorrow upon "them rise, 

May the great Physician come. 
And hallow or heal with a judgment wise 

Each sore in that love-lit home ! 

"^o \ iJabour on, one hope," one aim. 

Blessing ye shall be blest, 
Xiimig each day as & little life. 
Leaving to Heaven the rest. 



72 MANY MANSIONS. 

Obvim Aansfon0« 

1884. 

" In My Father's house are many mansions : if it were not so, I would hsTe told 
you." 

lyi' ANY mansions ! what a kingdom, what a city, what a 

homo, 
Where no cloud of care or canker or unrest shall ever come, 
But where love and joy for ever shall with peace in current 

flow; 
If it were not thus, our Saviour must in love have told us so. 

Many mansions ! oh what households will united be again, 
Where no dread of separation shall awake one throb of pain, 
But where faithful loving spirits, who were severed for a 

while, 
For eternity shall gather 'neath the King of Heaven's smile. 

Many mansions! what a promise to the lonely ones, who 

tread 
Silently through life's long journey with a sorrow-bending 

head. 
To whose ears the sounds of music and of gladness seldom 

come. 
And who know, although they feel not, all the blessedness 

of home. 

Many mansions! onward. Christians, to that land of love 

and song. 
Tired and true ones, glad and bright one^s, on, and join that 

sinless throng ; 



REST. 73 

Soon its mom will dawn upon us, and these nights of cloud 

be gone, 
Just across Time's flowing current, Earth is but the stepping 

stone. 




IRest 

1884. 

i AVIOUK, give me thoughts of Tliee, 
Serious, holy thoughts of rest. 
That my wearied head may be 
Laid in love upon Thy breast. 

Let me grasp with Faith's firm hand 
Now, Thy presence and Thy power. 
All I cannot understand 
Teach me in this silent hour. 

I would be a little child. 
Ever kneeling close to Thee, 
That my will, perverse and wild, 
Might be curbed and ruled by Thee. 

As a child believes and knows 
That his father orders best, 
So would I in trust repose, 
And beneath Thy promise rest. 



74 " THE LORD HATHUfEED OF THEM:' 

'TTbe Xot^ batb nee^ of tbem/' 

(Matt. xxi. 3.) 
Written after hearing a Sermon by J. B. Mehabrt^1884 

" npHE Lord hath need of them," the smallest thin^ 

Which seem too trivial to be counted aught, 
And yet which one by one swell out and make 
The sum and total of a Christian's life, — 
A look, a smile, a little loving deed, 
A kind word, spoken with a kindly tone, 
A cup of water given to one in need, 
A cheerful whisper to a downcast one, 
A sigh, a tear, an anxious silent prayer. 
Winging unseen its certain flight to Heaveuj — 
These are but trifles, yet God holds them dear, 
For in His service " He hath need of them," 
"The Lord hath need of them," the dark drear days, 
When sorrow shrouds the path we tread with gloom, 
When trials gather round us like a cloud. 
Threatening and ominous, with no ray of light. 
To break the darkness in our downcast souls, 
Each weary hour of tiring, thankless toil. 
When life seemed one long difficult ascent 
Without a summit, 

And stumbling stones many and great appeared. 
To impede the progress at each fainting step. 
The " Lord hath need of each and all of these." 
When health and vigour vanished from otu? homes, 
When dire disease crept in, and rudely smote 
The one most precious to us, while our eyes, 



GRA VES BMNEATB THE SNOW. 75 

Though dimmed and sore with weeping, were compelled 

To watch the still and stealthy hand of death 

Remove the. kindred spirit from our own. 

In these o'erwhelming times, had we hut seen, 

With Grod's own finger written, these answering words, 

To our perplexed and anxious hearts had come 

Perhaps in place of the wild question, why 

Twas so, a solemn silent peace. 

So small and seeming imimportant tilings 

Mix with the great through life, and help to weave 

The warp and woof of the great web of Time, 

And geniie souls, who silently and well, 

Unnoticed and imheard beyond their spheres. 

Work on and shed imconsciously around 

A priceless influence, loving and beloved. 

And stedfast noble characters, who shine 

As beacon lights of truth and love and right. 

Manhood and childhood, age, and buoyant youth 

For one, for all, there is a work to do, 

God loves the meanest things, and humblest ones. 

And in His world "TheXoxd hafch need of thfim." 



©raves beneatb tbe Snow. 

.1884. 

REAK, ye billows, with your. moan 
On yon dim and shadowy shore ; 
Draw night's curtains closer, gloaming, 
Until day:iajday;jiQ.m€(re; 




76 patience: 



And, ye winds, each echo catching, 
Hum and murmur, lone and low. 
While the moon in guard is watching 
Yonder graves beneath the snow. 

Silence is the King who reigneth 
O'er each sacred narrow bed ; 
Kind unconsciousness provideth 
Pillows for each slumbering head. 
Sweet Oblivion now is keeping 
Calm at rest those lying low \ 
Angel Peace dwells with those sleeping 
In the graves beneath the snow. 

But a glad dawn is returning, 
When those sleepers will awake ; 
When the song and light of morning 
Will that silent darkness break, 
When the night must flee for ever. 
And a glorious sun must glow. 
Which shall set in shadows never 
On those graves beneath the snow. 



patience* 

1884. 
" The severest function of foith is to wait." 

CHOOL of virtues, lessons many 
To be learned in thee we find, 
And one harder far than any 
To be grasped by mortal mind 




PATIENCE. 77 



Is within thy mighty task book 
"Written, Patience is its name ; 

He who holds it mastered perfect 
Well may highest honour claim. 

Over faith and hope we falter, 
With their softer sunnier beams, 

Truth sometimes, and even kindness, 
All unconquerable seems. 

But to wait in silent sorrow, 
Without murmur or complaint^ 

While the mind grows worn and weary, 
And the heart grows hot and faint, 

This is virtue — virtue only 
Which alone the spirit knows. 

Which has borne in silent anguish 
Life's severest heaviest woes. 

Silent heroes, faint not, fear not. 
Yours will be a glorious crown. 

When with joy, unfeigned, triumphant, 
You shall lay your burden down — 

When these sore perplexing lessons 
Will be perfect evermore — 

When sweet hope in joy shall vanish, 
And when waiting will be o'er. 



78 ON THE RETURN OF MY MOTHER'S BIRTHDA V. 



A CHOSEN path, untried, imtrod, 

"" Has opened now before thee — 
The sunshine of a cloudlesa joy 

Has cast its brightness o'er thee. 
Oh may the pathway and the joy, 

Now blended, never sever, 
But, as across life's changeful tide 

With one beloved henceforth you glide 
In perfect union ever, 

May love your course direct and guide. 
As hand in hand, and side by side, 

You boldly brave its weather. 
Well pleased to share each joy and care 

If 'tis but shared together. 



©n tbe IReturn of ms /Dotbet's JSfttbDas. 

1885. 

IMt Y mother, 'tis thy birthday ; and the pain 
Of sorrowing memory is upon me borne. 
And silent thoughts of thee, yet while I mourn, 
I would not wish thee here with us again. 

Thou hast but joy, calm, unalloyed, and pure. 
I have the empty space time fails to filL 
'Tis thine to rest unwearied and be still, 
Tis mine to wait and work and to endure. 



RYMH FOR TBK OLD. YEJLRL 79. 

Thy battle with earth's turmoil is complete. 
Thy journey o'er life's pUgrim-pathway trod, 
Whilst I have still to tread the toilsome road, 
That leads to thee and to our Saviour's feet. 

Oh how I miss you ! not one heart can tell 
The silent blank throughout these lonely years, 
And still 'tis hard, and still I say with tears, 
My Father did it and it must be well. 

I may not murmur while my Father's hand 
Holds mine, and while His Spirit shows the way, 
I will accept that loving guide each day. 
And bring my best to do what He commands. , 

Thus I am happy, mother, with the band 

Of Christ's redeemed ones whom on earth you knew. 

I travel homeward, and the days are few 

Until we join you in our Fatherland. 



l)Smn for tbe ©l& IBear* 

1885. 

A NOTHEE year is dying. As it cbses, 

Father, our thankful hearts to thee would bring. 
With children's voices, feeble children's praises. 
And bless Thy name, Wlio givest everything. 

For life's best blessings, coimtless and unnumbered. 
Love, mercy, kindness showered at Thy command. 



8o HYMN FOR THE OLD YEAR, 

For precious gifts, received but unremembered, 
We bless the goodness of Thy loving Hand. 

Joys which have stirred quick thrilling deep emotion, 
Sorrows which left us wounded and distressed, 
And made it hard for us, with faith's devotion. 
To say "Thy will be done. Thou knowest best." 

For strength and might to feeble frailty yielded, 
For courage, wisdom found in hours of need. 
For power which hath full many a weakness shielded, 
And made us purer — thought and word and deed. 

And every sin we come to Thee confessing, — 
We feel them more each day and hour we live. 
Yet grant us still a Father's tender blessing, 
Again for Jesus' sake our faults forgive. 

We thank Thee, Lord, for Him who died to save us. 
Who bled and suffered that we might not die, 
Whose pity and compassion freely gave us 
Our passport to the Father's Home on high. 

Those whom we hold in sacred, fond affection. 
Though side by side we may not seek Thy face, 
Grant them with us Thy presence and protection, 
And give us all, as one in Thee, a place. 

Hallow our loves, and in Thy keeping hold them ; 
Direct our hearts, for Thou Thyself art Love. 
In truth, faith, purity, and wisdom mould them, 
And make them holy as Thine own above. 



/. coRrirrinANs iil n, ^. 



•i 



Whilst now we wait, our steps unknown before na^ 
To cross the threshold of another year, 
Oh let Thy blessing and Thy smile be o'er fw, 
And to expectant hearts Thyself draw near. 

Abide with us, Thy Spirit on us pouring ; 
Guard, guide, and keep us ever dose to Thee^ 
Until one praise^— a perfect, pure, adoring, 
Wakes the long echoes of Eternity. 



I Cortntbfans HI 12, 13* 



1885. 



Gold, .... Obtdlvnot. 
SiLVEB, .... Sdf-sajcrifice. 
Pbeoious Stores, Deeds of Love, 



Wood, .... Phnimism. 

Hay, Formrdism. 

Stubble, . . . Sdphness, 



^y^ILAT are we building. Lord, for Thee % 
Day by day must the structure rise. 
What shall the architecture be ? 
A temple for time or Eternity, 
Fashionless, beautiful, vain, or wise ! 

(Shall we build it with purest gold. 
Tried and refined by God's own hand. 
Loyal obedience, love untold. 
Laid on the altar for Him to mould 
Lito an edifice great and grand ? 

Or pile as it rises many a layer 

Of the silver of sweet self-sacrifice, — 



.82 /. CORINTHIANS III 12, 13, 

A heart by the Saviour taught to care 
Alone for others, and with them share 
The sunshine, that in our pathway lies \ 

And strew as cement o'er the groundwork fair 
The precious stones of kindly deeds — 
A smile of encouragement here and there, 
A word of sympathy rich and rare ; 
These are the littles humanity needs. 

Shall it be wholly free from wood 1 
The pharisee-spirits which only see. 
With imkindly feeling and judgment rude 
The faults of others before tlie good, 
While self and its sins remain in ease. 

How shall we build 1 with a careless mind, 
In strict formality cold and bare, 
Heedless of whether the Master find 
A zeal with sincerity's love behind. 
Or an empty indifference resting there 1 

Let us build without stubble. Our temple-dome 
Can never with selfishness safely stand ; 
We must plead with others and bid them come. 
And march with us to the beauteous homo. 
Prepared for us by the Master's hand. 



^r 



''SPEAK A CHEMRY WORD:' 83 

" Speaft a Cbeet? Mor&/' 

1885. 

'pFEEP a loving smile for the old and grey, 
Speak a cheery word to the old folks. 
Time is passing fast, they may not have long to stay. 

Speak a cheery word to the old folks. 
Braved they nps and downs over life's rough hills ; 
Now 'tis nearly past with its crosses and its ills ; 
Many an empty heart-space a loving sentence fills ; 

Speak a cheery word to the old folks. 

Meet the blythe and merry as they pass your way. 

Speak a cheery word to the young folks. 
Help them, if you can, to be good as well as gay. 

Speak a cheery word to the young folks. 
Many youthful soldiers, arming for the fight. 
You may help to action in the battle of the right, 
By a word of kindness, wonderfully bright ; 

Speak a cheery word to the young folks. 

Heaven blesses kind words, give them while you may, 

Speak a cheery word to all folks. 
Scatter them with gladness round you every day, 

Speak a cheery word to all folks. 
Love's the hand that showers them — ^little do they cost — 
Sympathy will scan where their power is needed most. 
Little things they are ; yet they never will be lostj 

Speak a cheery word to aU folks. 



B4 ASFZRATTONS. 



Hd|>fratfon6« 

1886. 

^jH for a power to feel unfalteringly 

The God of grace and love for ever near ! 

Oh. for a faith to grasp unflinchingly 

And meet BEis mysteries, nor shrink with fear ! 

Oh for a soul with earnest fervour burning 

To search, to know the grand, great goal of good- 

A mind in wisdom wise, for ever learning 
To find in Him its vital strength and food. 

A heart with springs and motives ever tending 
In sweet accord towards one Heavenly aim ; 

A love with graces rich in union blending 
Through one small life to glorify His name. 




JSfte from Xocb Xomonb. 

1885. 

[HALL we not row us to dark Glen Douglas, 
And silence our oars while the day gleams fade, 
Whilst " Gates of the West " shall their portals re-open, 
And send us again through the deepening shade. 
One long last burst of the silent grandeur 
That falls from the vanishing orb of day. 
While the wave, on the shore of the deep still waters, 
An evening sonata of rest shall play ! 



BITS FROM LOCH LOMOND. 85 

Ye speak to our souls, ye time-torn mountains, 

Holding us silent in awe profound. 

For the touch and tone of a wise Creator 

Live and breathe in each sight and sound. 

Why are we here 1 is there not some message, 

Written for us by God's own pen; 

Has the page of nature no truth or lesson 

We may read and learn for our good again ? 

Type of His strength, ye hills so hoary, 
Steadfast, unchanging, eternal, grand. 
While mercy, love, in a sure enduring, 
Firm as your base, tlirough the ages stand. 
Shew forth His praise, ray-rifted heavens, 
Speak of His care, fair rainbowed sky. 
Grow dark and change ; you may not alter 
The watchful gaze of Jehovah's eye. 

Teach us to rest, unmoving water^ 
Passive as thee in His powerful hand. 
Waiting in peace till His wisdom shew us 
All our spirit should understand. 
Trees and flowers in your living gladness 
Whisper the Being who made you so, 
Shall we not trust our spirit's beauty 
Beneath His training in grace to grow 1 

Wariblera hymning in joyoBS freodom 
Praise iortiid bounties of life and food. 
Help us too for our countless blessings 
To thank .ilie Giver of all our good; 



86 BITS FROM LOCH LOMOND, 

And, like our shouts in the answering echo, 
Ever resounding from rock to glen, 
So peace and joy with their tranquil presence 
iShall come to their place in our hearts again. 

Homeward then row us, for earth is brighter ; 

Have we not heard creation's voice 

Bidding the dark in our hearts grow lighter. 

And writing upon them rejoice, rejoice % 

Silently close, autumnal evening. 

You have stirred in our hearts deep depths of thought, 

May we live in the days as they open upon us. 

The truths that our lesson to-night has taught. 



a *nife Hcct&ent 

Balmaha, Loch Lomond, 1885. 

I PUKPOSED, if I could, to write 
"" And skilfully pourtray the sight 
Of Nature, as she calmly lies 
In grand repose 'neath summer-skies. 
I thought to draw each giant " Ben," 
Each island with its mossy fen, 
The silver sheet, upon whose tide 
With glad and happy hearts we glide, 
And deemed, forsooth, my simple rhyme 
With song and oars might measure time ; 
But, lo ! a pencil, out of joint. 
To attain my object needs a point ; 



A KNIFE ACCIDENT. 87 

To mend the evil caused so 

A knife is cast from stem to bow, 

But, Med and uneven throw, 

It sinks into the waves below, 

And Lomond's waters, dark and deep, 

The ivory treasure gets to keep. 

• •••••• 

So for a while the muse is killed, 
And all poetic stirring stilled. 
Perhaps 'tis well, uncultured hand. 
As mine is, never could command 
This sketch of Nature grand and new. 
Which I had thought to paint so true. 
'Tis well that no unworthy word 
Descriptive of it should be heard. 
So thank thee, kindly hand of Fate, 
That stayed mine, ere it were too late, 
And to the loser of the blade 
I know no detriment is made 
To his enjoyment, he can find 
Without my aid, full scope for mind, — 
To exercise her ^miions wide 
Find food for thought on every side — 
In sights and sounds, which far away 
Shall live in memory many a day, 
And make our Highland visit here 
Wake pleasant thoughts for many a year. 



SMILES. 




Smiles* 

iRIGHTEST pictures mother looks on, 
Beaming on her baby boy, 
Choicest gems fair youth can boast of. 
To adorn her form of joy. • 

Touching tenderly stern manhood, 
Sweetening chQdhood, softening sage, 
Maiden's priceless decoration, 
Ornaments for tottering age — 

Pungent arrows, sometimes probing 
Where no words can ever reach, — 
Many a heart's been set a throbbing 
By their subtle silent speech — 

Heart reflectors, mental mirrors, 
Speaking of a genial light, 
Burning brightly, kindly, sweetly 
In the heart home out of sight. 

Sermons, preaching love and kindness, 
Beacon4ights to faith and hope, 
Foes of frowns, and gloom and darkness 
Who with melancholy cope — 

Gl&frof nature, all impartial. 
Dropped at every threshold door. 
And for those, who-eheese to wear them. 
They ace free for rich and poor. 



ON RE VISITING A FA VOURITE HQOM. 89 

Silent elocution-scholars, 
Teaching lessons all unsought^ 
And whose tender truth may seldom, 
Save hy love alone, be bought. 

Who will estimate the greatness — 
Who will calculate the worth, 
Of these messengers of beauty. 
Sent from Heaven to gladden Earth ? 



®n IRevlsitinQ a jfavourite IRoom in 
4 SapiUe place, Ylewcaatle* 

1886. 

A NOTHER curtain gently falls, 

"" I may no longer dwell 

Within the dear familiar walls 

I learned to love so well. 

How stirred is recollection's power. 

As from the past they bring 
The wealth and weight of many hours, 

To which I fondly cling ! 

Here thought and meditation held 

Calm, glad, sweet company : 
Here many a vain desire was quelled, 

And passion driven away. 

Earth's nioteB ttiaoordaiit.Qft-wemitnrDiiiifid 
With Heasen'a aU-bailowkig iieaoe ; 



90 ON REVISITING A FA VOURITE ROOM, 

Here love, faith, joy in imion found 
A great and glad increase ; 

Vows, resolutions, broken, kept, — 

Battles with evil won — 
Here trembling weakness oft has wept, 

And tremltoig strength begun. 

Here many a " Bethel " has been raised, 
Here many a " Heaven's gate," 

Here songs of thankful love have praised 
Our God for blessings great. 

Oh happy voices, true and clear ! 

You may not, cannot know 
What I would give again to hear 

Those strains of long ago. 

Reflection finds it hard to bear 
This silence, still and strange. 

To see each room in sadness wear 
The finger mark of change. 



For ever ! earth shall never see 
That group unbroken meet — 

That happy, healthful company, 
One circle, close, complete. 

Oh memory ! stay thy tender sigh ; 

Eemembrance is not vain ; 
Ifhose Oflden days shall never die, 

They mua^ come back again. 



ON REVISITING A FA VOURITE ROOM, 91 

Within the Royal Palace rooms 

Of Heaven's own Mansionland, 
Where separation never comes, 

Faith sees that gathered band. 

No sin shall check the boundless flow 

Of purest peace and love ; 
The lessons which we learned below 

Shall perfect be above. 

Be this our standard to maintain, 

With earnest lives, the good, 
While loving hearts shall crown the reign 

Of high-bom womanhood. 

With gentle power to bind the strong, 

Sweet tenderness to bless, 
And sympathy against the wrong 

A constant faithfulness. 

As shines a star's imclouded rays 

Through tranquil, sflent night. 
May we, across our diverse ways, 

Difiiise a holy Hght, 

Until at length l^e light of Grod 

Shines from our Father's home, 
And from the traverse of life's road 

The Angels whisper " Come." 



9r WRITTEN ON A FL Y-LEAK 

' - ^ ■- .. ^ 

TRfltftten on tbe flyleaf of ^^/ISemofts anD 
IRemafna of IRobert OS. /D^Cbcsne*" 

Febeuary 1886. 

^H ! Father, we would claim Thy power 

To stay the wandering mind, 
And give in study's quiet hour 
The food our souls would find. 

Now, as we follow one whose days 

In service sweet were Thine, 
Help our weak hearts to choose the ways 

Of light and truth divine. 

Grant that, as he by Thee was taught 

The things of life and love, 
We too in deed and word and thought 

Our Master still may prove, 

Our Counsel, Wisdom, Guide and God, 

Our Father ever be. 
And in the path Thy servant trod 

Bring us, like him, to Thee. 



plob otu 

(Philippians n. 12.) 188ff. 

"OLOD on, though mental difficulties rise 

And seem to check the progress of your way. 
To solve them earnest reasoning thought most stay ; 
By mastering problems y« shall be made wien. 

Flod on. 
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Press on, though sorely tossed by many a larind 
Of anxious question and conflicting doubt ; 
Those blasts will blow the sparks of error out — 
Leave truth triumphant monarch of your mind. 

FresB on. 

Toil on, use every tool which God has given ; 
Action will nerve and steady, — ^make you strong ; 
Grasp with firm will the right, — let go the wrong ; 
Be by no threatening battle backward driven. 

Tailvn. 

Trust on, yet most undimmed and gloriously, 
Through blinding cloud, perception's star shall idiine, 
And light, great precious light of life divine. 
Shall from the trammelling darkness set you free. 

IViisi on. 



H Xettet^ 

Feom a Kitten in Edinbubgh to its Mothee in London. 

Trinity, 1886. 

lr\EAR Mother, you'll pardon this lengthened delay, 

Forgive if it seems disrespectful ; 
Believe me, I meant in no manner of way 
To be so entirely neglectful. 

'Tis almost two months since they took me away 
From your motherly love and protection ; 

And, though it be childish, I candidly say 
I miss still your care and direction. 
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My daily ablutions I scarce can command ; 

They are not -so perfect as could be. 
My socks I can manage with ease, but I find 

I can't make my breast-front what it should be. 

I got just a little bit ruffled, you see, 

By the tumbles and tosses of ocean. 
And thankful I was, beyond every degree, 

When done with its cruel commotion. 

All plans to escape the dread foe were in vain, 

And came to a swift termination ; 
But ugh ! Let me pause — for I feel it again — 

That wretched and rolling sensation. 

I'm quite in love now with my home in the North, 
Quite settled down, happy and hearty. 

Quite used to the smell and the breath of the Fortli 
Quite one of the family party. 

I had trouble at first with a dog they call Gip, 
My coming here seemed to perplex him ; 

The "haughty greeii monster" oft curled on his lip, 
But now it is ceasing to vex him. 

He's a nice enough fellow, proportionate, fair, 

With a gentle affectionate nature — 
A coat of the softest and silkiest hair. 

But nothing to boast of in stature. 

I try to be social, and so make amends 
For so coolly invading his border ; 
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And I tlimk before long we'll be mutual friends . 
Of no usual commonplace oider^ 

They treat me with deference, thoughtful and kind, 

Regarding my wishes politely j 
Domestic arrangements are quite to my mind, 

So all things run smoothly and brightly. 

No weak or imperfect digestion have I, 

My appetite sharp to discourage, 
Each morning I make them all " Right about fly," 

Till they give me my milk and my porridge. 

Sometimes I rejoice in a daintier snatch, 

From Nature the kindly provider. 
As when on my rambles I happen to catch 

A tasty bluebottle or spider. 

Trade's quiet in mice. We're still as the Lords 

When parliament-session is over ; 
But I doubt not, when chance an occasion affords, 

I'll business expertness recover. 



At nights I am cosy and snug as you please — 
No troubles my soft couch encumber ; 

As calmly contented, at rest and in ease 
In a drawer of the dresser I slumber. 

I'm getting quite handsome and sturdy and strong 

(Forgive egotistical chatter) ; 
I measured last week twenty-eight inches long, 

And my sides are much sleeker and fatter. 



TO JED. 

My absence from you, dear, is all I lament ; 

But I smother the homeward-bound yearning ; 
A youth, to grow manly, abroad must be sent 

To get life's education and learning. 

Love's shelter is sweet to a home-loving hearty 
But to grow it must face ruder weather ; 

And they who are furthest in distance apart 
Oft dwell in thought closest together. 

So I calmly accept both the ill and the good 

Without profitless, pert analyzing ; 
My life's as it should be, not meant for the crude 

Remarks of a cat criticizing. 

I hope you will always remember with pride 
The child who has left you, dear Mother, 

While solaced and cheered by the son at your side, 
My honoured and dearly loved brother. 

But now I am snoozing, and so will have done, 
Ere sleep for the night shall disperse us. 

Remaining, dear Mother, your dutiful son, 
And always aflfectionate " Persus." 



1887. 

"OLOW on, fair Jed, unchanged, though all is changing, 

Though reft of all thy robe of vernal green 
In which spring decked thee, and nought now but smnbre 
October shades of brown and gold are seen. 
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What though the orh of day, with tardier footsteps, 

Arise to bless thee on thy ceaseless way ; 
Though winter sure in silent stealth approaches 

In the long shadows of each shortening day 1 

What though the earth, her reign of summer ended, 
Hath given her fruits by heaven's direction blest. 

Sinks to her sleep, by nature well attended, 
And hushed and sung by autumn wind to rest % 

Still ever onward moves thy murmuring water, 
All undisturbed by aspects changed and drear. 

Though hearts that loved to hear thy tuneful music 
Have power no more to lend a listening ear. 

Still memory oft to them may bring thy greeting, 
Often remembrance hear thy loved refrain. 

And pulses stnmg 'neath life's tumultuous beating 
Shall be refreshed with thoughts of thee again. 

Steadfast and strong, sing on thy simple lesson. 
Unmoved by circumstance, imknown to fear. 

Teach us the secret of thy true profession. 
And whisper still thy message " Persevere." 

And as thy course, though winding, ever leads thee 

With never-faltering surcease to the sea. 

So may our lives at length, through doubt and error, 

Find truth and right, as ocean found by thee. 

o 



^ TEVIOTDALE. 



MiNTO BEYISITED, 1887. 

'^^lE^E left you slumbering Teviotdale, 
^ ^ The day to eventide had grown, 
The summer twilight like a veil 
In softness over thee was thrown. 

The years have come and gone since then. 
But not the charms thy beauty wore, 

And lingering briefly here again, 
We find thee lovelier than before. 

Cradled in peace on mommg's breast. 
Lulled by the gentlest wind that blows, 

No discords harsh disturb thy restj 
Or break thy still, serene repose. 

Earth has been cooled by freshening shower 
From each dew-diamond glistening spray, 

The sun with genial, kindly power 
Is kissing tear-drops wet away. 

On lichened rock and boulder grey 

He sheds his irridescent beam. 
In deeper nooks where shadows play. 

You still may watch him " glint " and gleam. 

Sing, moorland breeze, your melody. 

Pathetic, imdefined, and low ; 
And Teviot, onward to the sea. 

In freedom still unhindered go. 
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Tutored and taught by simplest rule, 

A pensive, earnest student mind 
In reverence may, within this school. 

Most precious truths and lessons find, 

And learn, with imderstanding clear. 
The thought and love intense and broad 

That feel when drawn to Nature near, 
More nearly drawn to Nature's Gk)d. 

Sleep on, sweet valley, not in vain 

Hath been this passing glimpse of thee. 

And should we see thee not again, 
Remembrance holds thee tenderly. 

Though nobler bards shaU tune thy praise. 
And worthier, sweeter songs be thine. 

And other hearts bear loftier lays, 

They bear no love more true than mine. 



Scottfsb Bcboes^ 

1887. 

A S sweet was the voice of prosperity's child, 

"" So frail was the beggar her singing beguiled, 
And strangely familiar had fallen on his ear, 
The notes that he paused at her window to hear. 
Oh tenderly sang she the plaintive refrain, 
That wafted his fancy to childhood again, 
Unthought of and banished for many a day, 
" The flowers o' the forest are a' wede away." 



100 AN APOLOGY TO A FRIEND. 

It lifted the veil from his grief -shadowed years, 

It opened the fountain of long frozen tears, 

So like was her voice to that voice he loved best. 

Now long ago stilled in unbreakable rest. 

Again he is wandering o'er moorland and hiU, 

The friends that he cherished commune with him still, 

The forms he had lost seem not distant but near. 

While " Logic o' Buchan " is borne on his ear. 

Pensive and grave are his sorrowful eyes. 
Lifted with yearning profound to the skies. 
Maybe that Future with Retrospect blends. 
Maybe an angel guard over him bends. 
Still she is singing imconsciously on. 
Knowing not now of the good she litis done. 
Pathos and power through her melodies steal 
Till 'she leaves him at last wi' "The land o* the leal." 



an Hix)lodi? sent to a ]ftien& tot bat>fn(3 useD 
bis Viame in some IDetses* 

1887. 

A LENIENT judgment please extend 

"" On this imperfect rliyme I send. 
I dearly loved in former days 
To closely watch the words and ways 
Of those around me, and enjoyed 
The task which thought and pen employed 
Of writing down in simple style 
Those things that charmed me most the while. 



ORGAN MUSIC IN AN EMPTY CHURCH. loi 

So thus it came that I of you 
One night a picture swiftly drew 
Without your knowledge or consent^ 
Put forth my mental measurement, 
And stole your patience just to end 
These lines enclosed which then I penned. 
Now, Sir, forgiveness I would claim 
For having used your noble name 
In such a way ; yet, if in you 
That for which once I gave you due 

« 

Is still existent, let it be 

I pray you now vouchsafed to me. 

Pardon my idiosyncrasy, 

Accept my poor apology. 

And in the shades of future time 

Forget the writer and the rhyme. 



OvQan nbmic in an Bmpts Cburcb* 

Jedbuboh, 1887. 

AS nature's voice in far-off echoes stealing 

~" To wearied souls when labour's day is done, 
Takes captive every wild tumultuous feeling. 
And bids all spirit of unrest begone. 

So sacred strain of music, sweetly, slowly. 

Flooding with sound subdued the unpeopled aisles, 

Our hearts have heard thy whispers, hallowed, holy. 
And have been calmed to stillness by thy wiles. 
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Life's varied past each day more swift retreating 

By thee to memory is revealed anew, 
Its shadowed sorrows, its joy seasons fleeting, 

And hopes that fled where we might not pursue. 

The passing present met with questions many 
Thy tender pathos sanctifies and cheers. 

And doubts (there is no heart that has not any) 
Melt 'neath thy power in tranquillizing tears. 

^ow deeply rise in one full clear ascending 
Like martial music, stately, strong, and grand, 

Uncounted tones in one harmonious blending 
As the great anthem of a warrior band. 

Peal on, peal on, for valiant still and steady. 
Faith has been nerved by music's wooing voice. 

And coming days again shall find us ready 
To bear with ill and o'er the good rejoice. 

Sound; mighty music, stronger yet and stronger. 
Speak to us still of strength, and power, wid peace. 

That when thy sweetness charms our ears no longer. 
Deep in our hearts thy echoes may not cease. 



SENT WITH A CHRISTMAS CABD ON WHICH APPEABED THE HEADS OF 

TWO COLLIE DOGS, 1887. 

l^Y Collies frae the land o' heather 

Hae laid their canny heids thegither. 
And wish ye wi a truth sincere 
A blithesome Yule and guid New Year 
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Far from their northern mountain home 

To greet you kindly have they come, 

Then give them welcome at your hearth, 

Admire their beauties and their worth. 

The great sagacity which lies 

Reflected in their honest eyes, 

Perception clear and judgment cool, 

Combine to act 'neath reason's rule, 

A will that waits but to obey 

Where duty's finger points the way, 

A roving joy inborn and warm. 

For generous nature's boimdless charm, 

A temperament both grave and gay, 

Inclined alike for work and play, 

A brave content that murmurs not 

Or deems unblest the lowliest lot. 

But follows simply hour by hour, 

A noble instinct's guiding power, 

A loye that counts itself not dear 

In serving those it holds most near. 

But with devotion's matchless power 

Proves faithful until life's last hour. 

Friend, glance at these things. It may be 

That silently to you and me. 

These members of the canine race. 

With gentle dignity and grace. 

Bring some true lessons. Let us bend 

Our too proud natures, and attend, 

Despising not (if learning aught) 

To be by even a collie, taught. 



I04 TWO VOICES, OR THE NOBLEST LIFE. 



XTwo IDofces, or tbe Tloblest Xfte* 

1887. 
¥T was the faint and far-off voice of one 

Within a restless, toiling city pent^ 
The sighing tremor of its undertone 
Spoke more of longing than of discontent. 

" Would I could turn aside and leave the crowd 
Pressing in haste along the busy street^ 
The din and tumult, harsh, discordant^ loud, 
The ceaseless marching of a million feet, 

"And far in some sequestered mountain spot^ 
A shepherd's life and round of duties share. 
Where the world's rude vain clamour rises not 
To break the stillness of the tranquil air. 

" To let the breeze blow soft upon the brow, 
To feel the fevered pulse less wildly beat. 
To find the problems, so perplexmg now. 
Buried for ever in solution sweet, 

" To let thought stray unburdened and unbound, 
Guided by gentle peace to happier spheres 
Than can be found in this exhausting round 
Of burdens, cares, anxieties, and fears. 

" This were a greater life, for surely then 
The heart more perfectly would praise and love, 
And filled with faith and purity again. 
More often rise from earth to heaven above." 
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Another voice, the voice of one whose days 
Had calmly passed 'mid rural scenes, until 
Boyhood and youth to manhood gave their place, 
And the strong spirit was no longer still. 

His heart loved Nature in the glens and woods, 
Often to her soft whispers had replied. 
She soothed his restless ever-varying moods, 
And yet with her he grew dissatisfied. 

Swift was his ear to hear the laverock's song, 

He found the " books in brooks and tongues in trees," 

And yetj within, persistently and strong. 

Something was whispering, " Life has more than these." 

" Let me be free," he cried, " I cannot bear 
The irksome bondage of this narrow life, 
The world has sterner toils, these would I share. 
And bolder battles, I would feel their strife. 

" To mingle with humanity and tread 
With fellow-men along the onward road, 
Existence then, no longer selfish, dead. 
Would be no more a bitterness and load. 

" This were the greater life, for surely, then 
Koused to activity in deed and thought. 
The heart in healthful earnestness again 
Would praise and love more fully as it ought." 



io6 YOUTH. 



Comrades, I hear your voices and have known 
The prisoned throbbmgs of a heart's unrest, 
Be comforted in this, that not alone 
You sigh for what is truest, highest, best. 

To us another voice, but from above, 
Ev'n angel Peace, speaks if we will but hear, 
In every sphere the heart may praise and love, 
The noblest life is that which lies most near. 




ISotttb. 

[RIGHT-EYED and fearless, casting many a gaze 
Up life's untried and hazardous ascent 
To reach the summit. This the sole intent, 
While Hope upheld by Faith her sceptre sways. 
With strength unwearied how the pulses beat ! 
With ardour quenchless how the spirit glows ! 
The heart, though tested as it journeys, grows 
And lends new courage to the footsteps fleet. 
The eye of fancy sees fair far-off things. 
High expectation paints a picture rare 
Of distant scenes which crimson colours wear. 
While joy's exultant voice her carol sings. 
And virtue crowns with wreath of love and truth 
The forehead furrowless of peerless Youth. 



TO HER MOST GRACIOUS MAJESTY. 107 

Uo l)er /ftost (Braciotts /Dajests 
(Hueen Wictorfa* 

June 218T, 1887. 

|y|OST noble Lady, while the throng 

"~ Of earth's most mighty speaks to-day, 
Give audience to a simpler song. 
Deign thou to hear a lowlier lay. 

Daughters of Scotland, we whose years 
Still number less than half thy reign, 
Would hymn one anthem in thine ears, 
A heartfelt jubilee refrain. 

God bless thee, good and gracious Queen, 
And make thy world-wide name revered. 
In all our hearts as it has been 
And is, by warmest ties endeared. 

With gratitude and praise we own 
The reign of peace throughout the land, 
While knowledge with true wisdom grown 
Has risen with progress hand in hand. 

And we have loved in thee to find 
An essence of all greatest good, 
A tender heart and lofty mind, 
A pure and gentle womanhood. 

A sympathy to suffering lent^ 

A strength to bear the touch of woe. 
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And nobly meet the trials sent, 

And hide the wounds which none may know. 

A brave, calm, fortitude to tread 
Life's path alone for many a year 
In patient faith, not deeming dead 
That life beloved, no longer near. 

Long be the land He loved so well 
To thee a home by memories blest. 
And Scotland, tuned by nature's spell, 
Still yearly sing thee songs of rest. 

Our rugged land, unfettered, free. 
Still holds her loyal hearts and leal, 
They beat to-day in love to thee 
With deep desire — their Sovereign's weal. 

Ten thousand hearts in union's bond, 
For thee in earnest prayer ascend. 
God grant thee peace on earth, beyond, 
A crown, a kingdom without end. 



Written for a Little Boy, 1887. 

TT'S true I am not very big or wise or learned at all, 

~ And you will say, "What can he know, a boy so young 

and small?" 
I answer only simple things, yet, since they all are true, 
I think it cannot do much harm to tell you just a few. 
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I know that boys have graver thoughts than older people guess, 
Thoughts of things wise and good and great we cannot well 

express, 
I know, too, that these earnest ones are joyous, hearty, gay, 
Boys who are often best at work are often best at play. 

I know that girls possess the power to love, and soothe, and 

bless. 
To make the world a happier world by gentle tenderness. 
To show us more by deeds than words things lovely, pure, 

and true. 
Girls who have often least to say have often most to do. 

I know that gentle words will win where angry ones but fail, 
And that where harshness has no power there kindness will 

prevail, 
I know that they are happiest who for others think and live, 
Who bear with patience what is wrong and willingly forgive. 

I know that he who would be great must be a simple child, 
And close to Jesus follow Him in lowly steps and mild, 
I know that if we love Him, know and seek Him every day, 
His love will faithful be to us, and guide and guard our way. 

I know that Life has many paths, entiqing, sinful, broad. 

And that he only can be safe who loves and worships God, 

Led by His love, kept by His power, seeking His will to 

know. 

Comrades ! with fearless hearts and brave, still forward let 
us go. 



Ifo GOD'S SNOWDROPS, 

XCbere's Sometbina aue tae tbolc* 

1887. 

"^KFHEN cauld misfortune stem and snell her blast 

unwelcome blaws, 
When simmer's flowers o' hope lie dead in sorrow's wintry 

snaws, 
When aft across the lift o' life foreboding shadows roll, 
Tak courage yet, in ilka lot, there's something aye tae thole. 

Adversity's tempestuous storm but maks the spirit strong, 
The bird that latest seeks the glen sings aye the sweetest song,. 
The world does weel tae brak oor hearts that Heaven may 

mak them whole. 
And while it sends oor guid an' ill, we'll aye get power tae thole. 

Let faith your broken spirit bind and tranquil peace restore, 
For Joy can And her blithesome road when Hope gangs on 

before, 
Let Patience wi' her gentle sway your sorrows a' control, 
There's mony mair hae waes as sair and muckle mair tae 

thole. 




005*6 Snowbtopft 

1887. 
[AVE you ever in the winter seen a snowdrop pure and fair, 



When the other flowers lay hidden in the ground so cold 

and bare, 
In a spotless, slender beauty gently raise its graceful head. 
Seeming in its modest gladness thus to whisper, " I'm not dead. 
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" All the winter IVe been sleeping with the snow to keep 

me warm, 
Underneath its spotless cover wind and weather cannot harm, 
But the snows have almost vanished, winter now is on the wing; 
So IVe come to cheer and tell you to prepare for coming spring. 

" All my sleeping sister flowerets will awaken by and by, 
When the trees put on their blossoms, and the sunshine fills 

the sky ; 
So be ready with your voices, when the birds their music bring, 
And raise a hearty welcome song to greet the pleasant Spring." 

So the Snowdrop has its mission, bringing messages of cheer, 
To rejoice our hearts and gladden, when the winter days are 

here; 
And although the winsome herald is so fragile and so small. 
Yet a joy, at its appearing, comes with sweetness to us all. 

Children may be God*s own snowdrops in life's tender early 

spring, 
Bringing with their happy brightness joy to bear on everything. 
Speaking always words of kindness, doing simple deeds of 

love. 
Being messengers of gladness for the glorious King above. 

Little willing, loyal subjects, doing just what Grod commands, 
Giving Him the hearty service of your loving hearts and hands. 
He will show you how to please Him, He will bless whatever 

you do, 
He who keeps the garden flowerets, keeps His children 

snowdrops too. 



112 GOD IS GOOD. 



Cod id 6oo&. 

1887. 

nr^HERE is music in the air, 
"" Joy-notes sounding everywhere, 
Robed in Summer's beauteous dress. 
Perfect in her loveliness, 
With a true and tender tone. 
Blending countless notes in one, 
Sweet and swiftly understood, 
Earth is smging, " God is good." 

Hear the bee's incessant hum 
From the heathery moorlands come, 
West winds kiss the waving grass. 
Sighing softly as they pa^s. 
Light and low, their gentle breeze 
Whispers through leaf-laden trees. 
While above, in blythest mood, 
Birdies warble, " God is good." 

On the smooth green carpet laid 
Over every glen and glade, 
Gowans ope their golden eyes. 
Smiling to the azure skies. 
Graceful blue-bells peep and hide 
On each dell and mountain side, 
And a streamlet by the wood. 
Rippling, murmurs, " God is good." 
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See the sunbeams gleam and glo<w; 
Where fast npeumg fruit-trees grow ; 
In the meadows, reapers gay 
Cut and toss the fragrant hay. 
Harvest days will soon be here, 
Com is waving far and near. 
Grown to give us strengthening food, 
Proving still that " Grod is good." 

Nature's sweetest summer strain, 
Many voices, one refrain. 
Let us too in grateful song 
Join this chorus, sweet and strong. 
While the birds, and trees, and flow»» 
Fill with praise the golden hours, 
Children, don't you think we should 
Echo with them, " God is good "] 



Wbitten after hearing a Sermon by Dr. Hutchison, 

BONNINOTON, ON ZeCHARIAH IX. 16. 

TEWELS, costly, sparkling, set 

In the King's own coronet. 
Each with lamp of beauty lit, 
Yet in union exquisite. 
Dazzling diamonds, glittering bright, 
Vie with brilliant ruby's light. 
Amethyst serenely set 
Like a pale sweet violet 
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Near the emerald's living green, 
Or the opal's changing sheen. 
Topaz, pearl, and sapphire blue, 
Each their place and each their hue, 
Galaxy complete and rare 
For a royal crown to bear. 

Souls imdying, these alone 

Make the crown which Christ will own. 

Purchased by the life He gave, 

Eansomed by His power to save, 

By His Spirit purified. 

By His grace their all supplied. 

Chosen and redeemed, to be 

His through all eternity. 

Time, with ruthless change and blight. 

Cannot dim their lustre-light. 

Chiselled by affliction sore. 

Points unbeauteous found before 

Have been rounded skilfully 

Into perfect symmetry. 

Kept in gloom for many a year, 

Cleansed by many a trial tear. 

Burnished bright by sorrow's hand, 

Tested at the I^g's command, 

Each He kn<i|m» each He' loves, 

Each in wondrous wisdom proves. 

Thus preparing many a gem 

For His regal diadem. 



ROWAJVS AND HAZEL-NUTS. 1 1 5 

Precious jewels love hath sought^ 
Costly jewels blood hath bought, 
Destined all to sparkle yet 
In Christ's glorious coronet. 



IRowattd and f)a3eUTlttt0« 

October 1887. 

O UMMEK had passed, and the fields were bare, robbed of 

their golden crown, 
The trees were changing their emerald dress for a sombre, 

russety brown. 
The river beds were filled again with waters cool and deep, 
And autumn winds, for her winter rest, were singing the 

earth to sleep. 
Over the brow of a woodland hill, one soft grey momingtide. 
Two little folk, with blythesome hearts, tripped lovingly side 

by side. 
The breezes played with their curly locks, tossing them to 

and fro, 
Tinting each round and chubby cheek with a healthful 

crimson glow. • 
Such happy faces and smiles had they, as they merrily 

skipped along, 
Waking the echoes as on they went, with many a snatch of 

song. 
Each had a crooked stick in hand, and a basket slung behind ; 
What do you think that autumn day those children went to 

findl 



ia6 ROWANS AND HAZELNUTS, 

Hazel-nuts, plentiful, brown, and ripe— oh, inHliat a splendid 

store ! 
Till baskets and hands refused alike to be burdened with one 

bunch more. 
Then homeward over the brown braeside the gatherers 

swiftly sped, 
Talking together in earnest tones. This is what one of them 

said: 
** Of all the autumn's pleasant things, I should so love to be 
A bunch of scarlet berries hung upon a rowan-tree. 
Attracting notice with my dress so brilliant and so gay, 
And winning admiration sweet from all who passed my way. 
It would be nice to hang so high, and have such beauty seen, 
When all around was dusky brown, and faded yellowy green." 
The ^>eaker paused, and she who listened knit her brows, 

and sighed. 
Then, as if thinking deeply, in a grave, sweet voice replied : 
** Yes ! I too love the rowans, yet it somehow seems to me 
That if we reaUy had to choose, I think I'd rather be 
An impretentious hazel-nut, in homely dress and neat. 
But imderneath my hard brown coat, a kernel sound and sweet. 
The rowans please our eyes awhile, and then they fade away : 
I'd like a beauty that would last, not wither and decay. 
I'd rather grow beneath the leaves, just like these nuts we 

foimd. 
And though less seen, be sweet and good, like them, the whole 

year round." 
I think that childie's choice was wise. We do not always find 
That those who are most gaily dressed are the most good and 

kind : 
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True nobleness and worth are not confined to clothing smart ; 
He is but great who owns with grace a simple, honest heart. 
We often find the loveliest things are sometimes least displayed, 
The fairest of our forest flowers grow deepest in the shade ; 
£arth's choicest and most precious things in spots secluded 

dwell, 
And greater things than hazel-nuts are grown within a shell. 

God made the hazel-nuts to grow, the mountain rowan-tree, 
And while He loves and watches them, He watches you and me. 
He wants to see us like them both, — first, cheery, bright, and 

gay, 

Like trees of living warmth and glow upon life's woodland 

way; 
And He would have us, like the nuts, contentedly to grow 
Just where He puts us, caring not for vain and outside show ; 
Possessing safe, unseen but felt, a genuine heart and true, 
The gentle and imtiring spring of all we say and da 
Thus, innocently gay and bright, sincerely sweet and sounds 
Like rowan-berries, hazel-nuts, may we be ever found. 



1887. 

A UTUMN chased the summer and the spring away, 
Then from golden autumn winter stole the sway ; 
Now he reigns in triumph, boisterous king and bold, 
With his old attendants, frost, and snow, and cold. 

Soon the day is dying, soon the shadows fall. 
Cheerily the firelight flits upon the wall 
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Draw the curtains closer, in this gloaming light, 
Children, let us ponder thoughtfully to-night. 

For in sure advancement, every day more near. 
Onward to fulfilment creeps the dying year ; 
To us comes the sadness, as we watch its end, 
That we feel in parting from a faithful friend. 

For it has been kindly. Through its vanished days 
Memory traces fondly pleasant paths and ways, 
Countless pure enjoyments, gladnesses untold, 
Which in recollection never shall grow old. 

Through the passing seasons now so nearly gone. 
With a steady progress have we journeyed on ; 
Diligently faithful, have our highest powers 
Caught and used the value of the precious hours ] 

Seeking earthly knowledge with an earnest will. 
Have we sought the Wisdom that is greater still 1 
Are we, in the sweetness of the Father's love. 
Daily drawing nearer to His home above ? 

Have we tried to follow Jesus more and more ? 
Are we lowlier, gentler than we were before ? 
Have we of His Spirit learned to be more kind, 
Tenderer in our thinking, purer in our mind % 

God has shown His goodness ever near to bless. 
Given us, of His bounty, all that we possess ; 
For His loving-kindness thankful hearts shall raise 
Sweetly the twin tributes, gratitude and praise. 
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Let us with devotion, beautiful as true, 
Give ourselves in fulness up to Him anew, 
Asking Him to keep us, lead us every day 
Through the shine or shadow of His own wise way. 



In the solemn stillness while the old year dies, 
Hallowed childish whispers shall to Heaven arise, 
And God's gentlest angels shall be very near, 
Sent to guard His children through the opening year. 



6rannie*d (Slttilt 

¥T was a winter's afternoon, bitterly cold and frosty outside, 
where the wind played with the soft snowflakes as they 
fell on the hard earth. 

Inside, all was snug and warm, and near to the brightly- 
burning parlour fire Grannie sat in her low chair, busily 
making a patchwork quilt. 

Maggie was helping, and her active fingers nimbly laid the 
patches together to be sewn. 

Every now and then she stepped back, and, with her head 
on one side, surveyed her work with satisfaction. Perhaps, 
if you had peeped over her shoulder, you too would have 
admired the arrangement and combination of lovely hues, 
and would have thought, just as she did, that her quilt 
promised to be very beautiful. 

For she had been bo careful not to put in one piece the 
least bit dark or sombre-looking, and on the floor lay a pile; 
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of patches that were deemed as rmworthj eompanicmft te the 
more delicate tints of rosebud and forget-me-not. 

You see Maggie had not made so many quilts in her life- 
time as Grannie had, and she did not know that theee^ very 
dingy and despised little squares, if laid side by side with 
her pretty ones, would not steal away their beauty and 
brightness, but add to it. It was rather teasing to see 
Grannie separate her choicest pieces, and put between them 
a dark colour; but by and by the little woman saw with 
wiser eyes, and knew that the contrast of dark and light did 
really make her coverlet more perfect than before. 

Grannie is not here now, for God called her to His 
heavenly home, but her quilt often lies on the bed, and 
brings into remembrance that wintry afternoon with its 
lesson, and the gentle voice seems to speak once more the old 
words, " We maun aye hae the dark wi' the licht, Maggie." 

It speaks to us, little children ; for to most of ns, as we- 
JDumey on life's way, there will come days of dark with the 
Cght. It may be that you do not know very much yet of 
any dark day. Perhaps you are a little child, nurtured and 
sheltered in some sequestered Scottish manse, and beneath 
its hallowing influence you have only known the unbroken 
sunshine of happiness and peace. 

Or even if your home is in a town or city, love, so tender 
and watchful, has encompassed you, that the most of your 
days have been filled only with pure gladness and unclouded 
joy. And this is right. God means the years of our child- 
hood to be the most lightsome of all our life. 
' All that is fresh and radiant and beautiful is ours then. 
Hie furrowless brow, the quick discerning eye, the mouth, 
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80 often the playground of mischievous smiles, the zingizig 
Toiee and laughter, the tireless hands, and the free bounding 
akp, all respond in one concordant measure to the joyous 
pukes of the youthful heart beating unseen behind them alL 

Yet I cannot help thinking that some of you older boy» 
find girls can look back on some spot of darkness thai fdl 
on your life just at its lightest and most pleasant part 
Was it the going away from home for a time, when the 
separation from" those you loved so dearly had not much 
sunshine about it ? 

Or was it when you looked on the still and placid face of 
a dear baby brother or sister, whom Jesus had taken to 
Himself, and your sore heart felt that home without that 
little presence would be dark ? 

Sooner or later we will all come to one of these dark 
places, perhaps many. 

It is not to make you gloomy or unhappy or in dread of 
anything that may come that I tell you this ; but just as in 
houses where there is no gas, a lamp is trimmed in the 
daytime, so that when the darkness comes, the people of 
the dwelling may have a clearly burning light, so I want to 
remind you now, before any shadows come, of a Light which, 
if burning in your heart, will lessen the darkness of all that 
may ever fall around you. 

Touched by its kindly, healing rays, our greatest sorrows 
will become our best blessings, and those of God's people 
who have passed through much tribulation will tell you that 
the deeper the darkness the more preciously near is felt the 
constant and comforting light. 

It is Jesus Christ, He who is called the * Sun of Righteous- 
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ness,' and is waiting to come in and shine in the heart of 
every little one who desires Him, and His winning voice 
speaks to-day, as it did long ago, in the temple at Jerusalem, 
saying, " I am the light of the world : he that followeth Me 
shall not walk in darkness, hut shall have the. light of life." 
By way of embroidery, we ask our readers to accept the 
Song of the Quilt, or — 

LIGHTS AND SHADOWS. 

Sing, little children. 

Children of God, . 
Ye who are treading 

Youth's sunny road. 
Happy is childhood. 

Buoyant and bright. 
Heedless of either 

The dark or the light. 

Sing in the sunshine 

Flooding your way. 
Praise for the goodness 

Given each day. 
Joy in the noontide, 

Fear not the night, 
Faithfully true in 

The dark or the light. 

Trust, little children. 

Children of God, 
Even when shadows 

Fall on your road. 
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Walking by faith 

When you cannot by sight. 
Knowing who sendeth 

The dark with the light. 

Trust and be fearless, 

Earnest and strong, 
Seeking the right paths, 

Shunning the wrong. 
God in His wisdom 

Leads us aright, 
Even though He mingles 

The dark with the light. 



Ube 3BitMe'5 Sona* 

'OAR from the reach of city sounds. 

Along a quiet country road. 
Where life moves on in gentlest rounds, 
And peace has chosen her abode. 

One afternoon m early spring. 
While resting by a wayside tree, 
I heard a brown-winged birdie sing 
A rich and marvellous melody. 

Oh, such a song f rcmi such a throat ! 
For, perched among the branches tall, 
The author of each wondrous note 
I scarce could see, he was so small. 
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There might have been, not far away, 
A nest in progress. I suspect 
He'd had a very busy day,^ 
This small devoted architeet. 

And this might be a good-night hymn 
Before he flew away to rest. 
Shadows would soon be gathering dim, 
The sun was creeping towards the west. 

But how I wished that not alone 

I had been listening to the bird ! 

It seemed a pity that to one 

Such wealth of song should be outpoured. 

Yet it was wrong to reason so : 
His anthem did not fall, but rise ; 
He meant it, not for earth below, 
But for the Father in the skies. 

He gave the birdie all it had. 
Its life, its food, its power of song, 
He watched it daily, made it glad ; 
Well might its praise to Him belong. 

Would we his artless ways discern. 
And aU our best attention lend. 
We children might some lessons learn 
From this our little feathered friend. 

Like him in joyousness to greet 
The rosy rays of morning-tide, 
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With confidence, unquestioning, sweety 
Tkat every want will be supplied. 

Like him to find some work to do, 
Our faith and energies to test, 
Though hands be small, if hearts be true. 
The simplest service will be blest. 

And like him too, when day is done, 
Some theme for praise at evening find, 
No matter if we sing alone, 
While God is listening, who need mind ? 



Bmblems of Sptfttd* 

February 10th, 1888. 

^VN^E mom, when Spring benignant smiled 

On dying Winter, stem and cold. 
Close to my bedside came a child — 
A baby-child of three years old. 

She brought a bunch of blossoms sweet, 
" Come from the country," so she said : 
They seemed together most complete 
The soft white flowers — the sweet wee maid. 

I lay in admiration lost, 
For beauties, charming, shy, and wild, 
Nor knew which I admired the most — 
The snowdrops or the snowdrop-child. 
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Emblems alike, unsoiled and pure, 
Of Life and Nature's opening spring- 
Bright buds of promise, sealed and sure, 
Of all that coming days may bring. 

Through all those days, dear, winsome child, 
Pure as your snowdrops may you be, 
Simple and modest, fair and mild, — 
A blossom for Eternity. 




1888. 

NOW ye a wondrous angel that moves in the world's 
highway, 

Queen of an unseen kingdom, gentle and sweet her sway. 
Leaving where'er she lingers a hallowing light behind % 
It is Charity, strong and faithful, long-suffering, patient, kind. 

Whispering to cheer and strengthen, bending to soothe and bless, 
Casting a shield o'er frailty with an exquisite tenderness, — 
Linked in a steadfast imion with Hope, that is firm and sure. 
Charity brave, enduring, all-conquering, peaceful, pure. 

Stay, tender and beautiful angel, near to earth's sore pressed 

side. 
With influence high and holy in self-stained hearts abide. 
Oh dwell in our lives, and make them more like to the life above, 
Till they merge in the glorious fulness of Heaven's all 

perfect love. 
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ISfttb^as TRIlfBbea* 

To K? R., 1888. 

TE^INDLY may peace its pinionB spread above you, 
"~ And so protect you through the world's unrest 
Tender and true may the hearts be that love you. 
It is in being loved we most are blest. 
Equipped thyself in love's divine legation, 
Ruled by its laws, beneficent and broad, 
A daughter sweet of joy or consolation, 
Touched by that living torch, the grace of Grod, 
Zealous for right, opponent stem to wrong, 
Endued with gentle might and judgment strong. 



XCo m 15>. Aaclsensie on attafnfnd bis Aajoriti?* 

November 3rd, 1888. 

^\NE and twenty ! Youth is over. 
Manhood's gate is open wide. 
You must enter, and discover 
All that lies unseen inside. 

Liberty and joy and pleasure — 
Power to do just what you will — 
Use them all in temperate measure — 
Be a youth in spirit stilL 

But let sterner duties waiting 
Kouse in thee a sterner might — 
Courage calm and unabating 
Ever in the cause of right. 



ia8 TO A. M. 017 HER EIGHTEENTH BIRTHDAY. 

Life is not a simple lesson, 
Quickly mastered in a day, 
But a rugged, slow progression ; 
Manj falter 'by the way. 

Patience long, and purpose steady. 
Dauntless hope, and judgment clear. 
Will determined, action ready. 
Mind unnarrowed, heart sincere. 

This with other armour wearing. 
Let you now the march begin. 
Manhood's title nobly bearing, 
Glorious honours you shall win. 



XTo 2U Ob. on bet £fgbteentb JStrtbbai?* 

Hoy. 2nd, 1888. 

UI'AEK ! while the ever-moving touch of Time 

"" Falls on the closing of another year. 
Oh gently may it strike this eighteenth chime, 
And live for long in echoes far and near. 
That is, may birthday happiness and love 
Not with the birthday swiftly pass away. 
But may contentment round your spirit move, 
And peace, its certain outcome, with you stay. 
For needed strength in all that lies before you, 
I would commend you to God's heavenly power : 
There is no other cares so greatly for you. 
Give then into His keeping every hour. 
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TfN the calm of a summer Sabbath evening, a family group 
"" had gathered near a window, and were watching, as I am 
sure you have often done, the glorious beams of the sun, as it 
set away in the west. 

It was almost gone, and its departing rays, more brilliant 
and beautiful than all the others, lay in lines of pure, deep 
gold on the edge of the sky. 

They seemed to be as boundaries separating our land from 
another, and the silence of the circle was broken by the 
simple question, " What is beyond." 

There was one member of that home group who perhaps 
watched and loved the sun more than the others, and who 
delighted more in seeing it set than they did. He had 
rejoiced in it all that Sabbath day, and now with quiet 
admiration saw its latest glory. Perhaps in his heart he too 
was thinking, " What is beyond ? " but he did not know that 
before the sun set twice again God would call him away from 
earth, to the land which needs no light of the sun. Yet it 
was even so, and his reverent, contemplative spirit passed 
from loving God*s works on earth to the fuller love enjoyed 
only by those who have reached the land far off. 

You may not feel greatly interested in this little home 
story, but I tell it you because it was while I had it in 
remembrance that this thought came. Other summer suns 
will glow and set, and it may be, as some thoughtful little 
student watches with wondering eyes the distant glory, he 
too may feel this longing to know " What is beyond f " 

That question can never be answered fully on earth, but, 
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as we gaze on the far-off light, we are ever reminded of a 
better country, even an heavenly, prepared for those who 
love God. It is a land of light, of peace, of joy, and of love, 
a happy land, and they are happy who, serving God here, 
know that in His own time and way He will one day call 
them to the perfect life of the land " beyond." 

Beautiful sunbeam bars that lie 

At eventide in the western sky, 

We have watched you long till you seem to be 

The bounds of a land we cannot see, 

And our wondering sight would fain behold 

The country beyond you, gates of gold. 

Surely it knows no fading light. 

No shadowy clouds, no darksome night. 

No fitful sunbeams that will not stay. 

No setting of sun, no close of day ; 

But for ever and ever undimmed and fair 

Shall shine the light that is kindled there. 

Never a tempest rude shall rise. 

Never a storm invade its skies. 

Never is heard the sound of strife. 

For the life in that land is a perfect life ; 

Tumult and war shall for ever cease 

'Neath its glorious banner of perfect pecioe. 

Trouble or trial may not come 

To mar the calm of that happy home — 
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No shade of sorrow, or grief, or fears. 
No sound of weeping, no sight of tears ; 
But, free from the reach of earth's alloy. 
That land is ever a land oij&y. 

Nothing of evil or of sin 

Can to that country enter in ; 

Its people, glad, and pure, and free, 

Dwell in a holy unity. 

And by their songs of praises prove 

That land to be a land of love. 

It is God who has made that heavenly home. 
And He asks us all in His love to come. 
It is those who have served Him here below 
That shall all the joys of His Homeland know. 
Will you give yourself to His keeping fond. 
And come, little child, to the land " beyond " ? 



XEbe Cbil5ten'5 IRetutrt 

TT had been such a happy night ! We had strained our 
eyes long over the calm summer sea, for over it were 
coming to us the little folk from their holiday ramblings. 
Every little white-tipped breaker that burst on the sand 
seemed to say, as if in laughter, " They are coming ! they are 
coming!" How expectantly we watched a dark spot far 
away grow bigger every moment, until at length we knew 
that it really was the steamer bearing the children home ! 

Nearer and nearer it came, and at last we caught sight of 
the anxious faces and bright eyes, peering everywhere for 
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those who loved them. And oh, what joyous greetings and 
hand-shakings there were when the little travellers stepped 
again on land ! 

What had they not to tell of all their journeying, of what 
they had seen, and of the wind and waves they had met on 
their way homeward 1 

But after a while the eyes began to grow less bright and to 
close sometimes, and the busy tongues did not talk so fast 
and so incessantly; so the tired little people were put to 
rest, and I think they were glad to lay their brown burnt 
cheeks on their own white pillows, for the last words of one 
of them that night were, " It is good to be home." 

Now they are sleeping, and thought pictures another 
voyage, only it is longer and greater than this : a shore, only 
a happier and a better than this, and a meeting, but one very 
much more joyous and complete than even this. And oh, 
may our children be greeted there ! and you too, dear little 
child, for all have to go on that voyage. 

It is the voyage of life, our life upon earth, and the shore 
is that which boimds the beautiful city of God. Perhaps you 
will say, "We do not know the way, and how are we to 
guide these lives of ours to the strand of Heaven % " 

Do you think when our children came that they did 
anything to bring the great vessel to land 1 No ! because 
they had with them on the ship a captain, wise, faithful, 
vigilant. He knew the dangers and understood well all the 
rocks and shoals on the way, so every one trusted him to 
direct and guide, feeling safety in his wisdom, and knowing 
that he would, as he did, bring them all safely and smoothly 
into the haven. 
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And there is a Captain for our little barks of life too, only 
very much wiser and more worthy to be trusted than any 
earthly pilot, and while we have Him with us we need have 
no fear, for He knows all about the difficulties and dangers of 
the way. 

There will be storms of temptation and sin to meet, but 
the power of the loving and good Guide is stronger than any 
storm which may overtake us. 

Children, that Captain's name is Christ the Lord. Will 
you trust Him and give all your life into His keeping % He 
is very near to those who would have Him as their Master, 
and will not fail to bring safely to that far-off shore all who 
have faith in Him. 

We will say then as the children did to-night, " It is good 
to be home." 



THE END. 
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